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PREFACE. 



This collection of my Poems has been made from 
my previous publications and MSS. by a literary 
friend, to whom I intrusted their selection and 
arrangement, and the supervision of the press. 
Upon looking it over, I observe that it embraces 
some pieces which my maturer taste would have 
rejected, as too trifling in character or imfinished 
in execution ; while others are omitted which I 
would more willingly have had inserted. 

It is proper to observe, in explanation of the 
character of some of the songs and other verses, 
that they were written to appear in prose sketches 
and stories, and are expressions of feeling suitable 
to the persons and incidents with which they were 
originally connected. 

New York, 1849. 
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TO THE SPIRIT OF POETRY. 

Leave me not yet ! Leave me not cold and lonely, 

Thou dear Ideal of my pining heart ! 
Thou art the friend — the beautiful — the only, 

Whom I would keep, though all the world depart ! 
Thou that dost veil the frailest flower with glory. 

Spirit of light and loveliness and truth ! 
Thou that didst tell me a sweet, fairy story, 

Of the dim future, in my wistful youth ! 
Thou who canst weave a halo round the spirit, 

Through which naught mean or evil dare intrude, 
Resume not yet the gift, which I inherit 

From Heaven and thee, that dearest, holiest good ! 
Leave me not now ! Leave me not cold and lonely, 

Thou starry prophet of my pining heart ! 
Thou art the friend — the tenderest — the only. 

With whom, of all, 'twould be despair to part. 

Thou that cam'st to me in my dreaming childhood, 
Shaping the changeful clouds to pageants rare, 



Peopling the smiling vale and shaded wildwood 

With airy beings, faint yet strangely fair ; 
Telling me all the sea-born breeze was saying, 

While it went whispering through the willing leaves, 
Bidding me listen to the light rain playing 

Its pleasant tune about the household eaves ; 
Tuning the low, sweet ripple of the river. 

Till its melodious murmur seem'd a song, 
A tender and sad chant, repeated ever, 

A sweet, impassioned plaint of love and wrong ! 
Leave me not yet ! Leave me not cold and lonely. 

Thou star of promise o'er my clouded path ! 
Leave not the life, that borrows from thee only 

All of delight and beauty that it hath ! 

Thou that, when others knew not how to love me. 

Nor cared to fathom half my yearning soul. 
Didst wreathe thy flowers of light around, above me. 

To woo and win me from my grief's control : — 
By all my dreams, the passionate and holy. 

When thou hast sung love's lullaby to me. 
By all the childlike worship, fond and lowly. 

Which I have lavished upon thine and thee : — 
By all the lays my simple lute was learning 

To echo from thy voice, stay with me still ! 
Once flown — alas ! for thee there's no returning ! 
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The charm will die o'er valley, wood, and hill. 
Tell me not Time, whose wing my brow has shaded. 

Has withcr'd spring's sweet bloom within my heart ; 
Ah, no ! the rose of love is yet unfaded, 

Though hope and joy, its sister flowers, depart. 

Well do I know that I hare wrong'd thine altar, 

With the light offerings of an idler's mind, 
And thus, with shame, my pleading prayer I falter. 

Leave me not, spirit ! deaf, and dumb, and blind ! 
Deaf to the mystic harmony of nature, 

Blind to the beauty of her stars and flowers, 
Leave me not, heavenly yet human teacher. 

Lonely and lost in this cold world of ours ! 
Heaven knows I need thy music and thy beauty 

Still to beguile me on my weary way, 
To lighten to ray soul the cares of duty, 

And bless with radiant dreams the darken'd day : 
To charm my wild heart in the worldly revel. 

Lest I, too, join the aimless, false, and vain ; 
Let me not lower to the soulless level 

Of those whom now I pity and disdain ! 
Leave me not yet ! — leave me not cold and pining. 

Thou bird of paradise, whose plumes of light, 
Where'er they rested, left a glory shining ; 

Fly not to heaven, or let me share thy flight ! 
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ERMENGARDE'S AWAKENING. 

I>e«r Ood I and mtut we aee 
All bliioftil thingf depart from tu or ere we go to Thee 7— S. B. Babrrt. 

It was an altar worthy of a god ! 

All of pure gold, in furnace fire refined ; 
And never foot profane had near it trod, 

And never image had been there enshrined ; 
But now a radiant idol claimed the place, 
And took it with a rare and royal grace. 

And the proud woman thrill'd to its false glory. 
And when the murmur of her own true soul 

Told in low, lute-tones Love's impassioned story, 
She dream'd the music from that statue stole. 

And knelt adoring at the silent shrine 

Her own divinity had made divine. 

And with a halo from her heart she crown 'd it, 
That shed a spirit-light upon its face. 

And garlands hung of soul-flowers fondly round it. 
Wreathing its beauty with immortal grace, 
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And 80 she felt not, as she gazed, how cold 
And calm that Eidolon of marble mould. 

Like Egypt's queen in her imperial play, 

She, in abandonment more wildly sweet. 
Melted the pearl of her pure Life away, 

And poured the rich libation at its feet, 
And in exulting rapture dream d the smile 
That should have answer'd in its eyes the while. 

And all rare gifts she lavished on that altar, 
Treasures the mines of India could not buy. 

Nor did her foot-fall for a moment falter. 

Though the world watch'd her with an evil eye. 

And sad friends whisper'd, " Soon she'll wake to weep, 

For lo I she walks in an enchanted sleep." 

Oh ! glorious dreamer ! with dark eyes upturned 
In wondering worship to that godlike brow, 

How the rare beauty of thy spirit burn'd 
In the rapt gaze and in the glowing vow ; 

How didst thou waste on one thy soul should scorn 

The glory of a blush that mock'd the morn 1 

She tum'd from all — from friendship and the world — 
Only Love knew the way to that dim glade, 
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And calm her sweet yet queenly lip had curl'd 

Had the world's whisper reach'd her in that shade ; 
But she was deaf and dumb and blind to all, 
Save to the charm that held her heart in thrall. 

And Love, who loved her, flew at her sweet will. 

Bringing all gems that hoard the rainbow's splendour, 

And singing-birds with magic in their trill. 

And what wild-flowers fairy-land could lend her, 

And flower and bird and jewel all were laid 

To grace that golden altar in the shade. 

Fair was that sylvan solitude, I ween — 
The lady's charm'd and tranced spirit lent 

The starlight of its beauty to the scene. 
And joy and music with the fountain went. 

While in a still enchantment on its throne 

The lucid statue cold and stately shone. 

Love lent her, too, th* enchanted lute he play'd, 
And she would let her light hand float at will 

Across its chords of silver, half afraid. 
Like a white lily on a murmuring rill, 

Till Music's soul, waked by that touch, took wing. 

And mingling with it hers would soar and sing : — 
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^Dosl tlKm we-— doflt ihoa feel— oh, mine idol diyine, 
How Tre jielded the soul of my soul for thy shrine? 
Ikmi then thrill to the tones of my melody sweet ? 
Does it j^ide to thy heart on its musical feet ? 
DoBt thou love the light touch of my hand as I twine 
My passion-flower wreath for thy beaaty benign ? 

** Dost thou know how IVe gathered all gifts that I own 
To bless and to brighten the place of thy throne ; 
How my thoughts like young singing-birds flutter and fly 
With a song for thine ear and a gleam for thine eye ; 
How Truth's precious gems, that drink sunbeams for wine, 
Are wreathed into chaplets of light for thy shrine ? 
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How Fancy has woven her fairy-land flowers 
To garland with odour and beauty thine hours ; 
While Feeling's pure fountains play softly and free, 
And chant in their falling, ^ For thee ! for thee !' 
Dost thou feel-— dost thou see— oh ! mine idol divine, 
How I've yielded the soul of my soul for thy shrine." 

Thus sang the lady, but her waking hour 
Drew near ; for when her passionate song was mute. 

And no fond answer thrill'd through that hush'd bower 
Into her listening heart, she laid the lute 
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Within her loved one's clasp, and pray'd him play 
Some idjl sweet to while the hours away. 

From his cold hand the lute dropp'd idly down 
And broke in music at the false god's feet ; 

Love's lute ! ah heaven ! how paled the peerless crown 
Above that brow when, with a quick wild beat 

Of fear and shame and sorrow at her heart, 

The lady from her dazzling dream did start. 

And the dream fell beside the broken lute, 
And the flowers faded in their fairy grace, 

And the fount stopp'd its glorious play, and mute 
The birds their light wings shut in that sweet place. 

While the deep night that veil'd the woman's soul 

O'er shrine and idol cold and starless stole. 

And in her desolate agony she cast 

Her form beside Love's shiver'd treasure there. 
And cried, ^^ Oh, God ! my life of life is past ! 

And I am left alone with my despair." 
Hark ! from the lute one low, melodious sigh 
Thrill'd to her heart a sad yet sweet reply. 

Then through the darkness rose a voice in prayer, 
" My Father ! I have sinn'd 'gainst Thine and Thee." 
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Hie idol, whom I deem'd bo grandly fair 

Thftt iti proud presence hid thy heaven from me, 
Shorn of his glory, shrunk to common day, 
Behold, for him and for my heart I pray. 



Take Thau the lute — the shatter'd lute of loye^ 
And teach my faltering hand to tune it right 

To some dear, holy hynm — ^which, like a doye. 
From silyer fetters freed, may deaye the night, 

And, fluttering upward to thy starlit throne. 

Die at Thjf heart with blissful mUsio moan* 
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EURYDICE. 



With heart that thrill'd to every earnest line, 
I had been reading o'er that antique story, 

Wherein the youth half human, half divine, 
Of all love-lore the Eidolon and glory, 

Child of the Sun, with music's pleading spell. 
In Pluto's palace swept, for love, his golden shell ! 

And in the wild, sweet legend, dimly traced. 
My own heart's history unfolded seem'd : — 

Ah ! lost one ! by thy lover-minstrel graced 
With homage pure as ever woman dream'd. 

Too fondly worshipp'd, since such fate befell, 
Was it not sweet to die — ^because beloved too well ! 

The scene is round me ! — Throned amid the gloom, 
As a flower smiles on Etna's fatal breast. 

Young Proserpine beside her lord doth bloom ; 
And near — of Orpheus' soul, oh ! idol blest ! — 

While low for thee he tunes his lyre of light, 
I see thy meek, fair form dawn through that lurid night ! 
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I Me the glorioiui boy — his cUurk lodcB wreathing 

Wildlj the wan and spiritual brow; 
His sweet, enrred lip the soul of music breathing ; 

His blue Chreek eyes, that speak Love's loyal tow ; 
I see him bend on thee that eloquent glance, 
The while those wondrous notes the realm of tenror trance I 

I see his face, with more than mortal beanty 
Kindlin?, as, arm'd with that sweet lyre alone, 

Pledged to a holy and heroic daty, 

He stands serene before the awfiil throne, 

And looks on Hades' horrors with clear eye, 
Since thou, his own adored Eurydice, art nigh ! 

Now soft and low a prelude sweet uprings, 

As if a prison'd angel — pleading there 
For life and love — were fetter'd 'neath the strings, 

And pour'd his passionate soul upon the air ! 
Anon, it clangs with wild, exultant swell, 
Till the full psean peals triumphantly through Hell ! 

And thou — thy pale hands meekly lock'd before thee — 
Thy sad eyes drinking life from his dear gaze — 

Thy lips apart — thy hair a halo o'er thee. 
Trailing around thy throat its golden 

OS 
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Thus — ^with all words in passionate silence dying — 
Within thy soul I hear Love's eager voice replying : — 

" Play on, mine Orpheus ! Lo ! while these are gazing, 
Charm'd into statues by thy Ood-taught strain, 
I — I alone, to thy dear face upraising 

My tearful glance, the life of life regain ! 
For every tone that steals into my heart 
Doth to its worn, weak pulse a mighty power impart. 

" Play on, mine Orpheus ! while thy music floats 

Through the dread realm, divine with truth and grace. 
See, dear one ! how the chain of linked notes 

Has fetter'd every spirit in its place ! 
Even Death, beside me, still and helpless lies ; 
And strives in vain to chill my frame with his cold eyes. 

" Still, mine own Orpheus, sweep the golden lyre ! 
Ah ! dost thou mark how gentle Proserpine, 
With clasped hands, and eyes whose azure fire 

Gleams through quick tears, thrilled by thy lay, doth lean 
Her graceful head upon her stern lord's breast. 
Like an o'erwearied child, whom music lulls to rest ? 

" Play, my proud minstrel ! strike the chords again ! 
Lo ! Victory crowns at last thy heavenly skill ! 
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Por nnto tnnui relenting to the strain- 
He wmves Yob hand — he speaks his awfiil will ! — 
My glorious Chreek ! lead on ; but ah ! sCiZZ lend 
Thy sold to thy sweet lyre, lest yet thou lose thy jGriend ! 

^ Think not of me ! Think rather of the time^ 
When, moyed by thy resistless melody 
To the strange magic of a song snblime, 

Thy argo grandly glided to the sea ! 
And in the majesty Minenra gaye, 
The graceful galley swept, with joy, the sounding wave I 



^ Or see, in Fancy's dream, thy Thracian trees. 
Their proud heads bent submissiye to the sound, 
Sway'd by a tuneful and enchanted breeze, 

March to slow music o'er th' astonish'd ground — 
GroTe after grove descending from the hills, 
Wliile round thee weave their dance the glad, harmonious 
rills. 

'^ Think not of me ! Ha ! by thy mighty sire, 
Mj lord, nfy king ! recall the dread behest ! 
Turn not — ah ! turn not back those eyes of fire ! 

Oh ! lost, for ever lost ! undone ! unblest ! 
I faint, I die ! — ^the serpent's fang once more 
Is here ! — ^nay, grieve not thus ! Life, but not Lovty is o*er !" 
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UPBRAID ME NOT. 

Upbraid me not, that having taken thee kindly 
Into my earnest heart, and finding still 

There, where I throned thy spirit somewhat blindly, 
A depth, a height, which thou hast fail'd to fill — 

That finding this — my faith I disavow, 

And seek a nobler, holier love than thou. 

That my soul asks it, pleads for it for ever, 
Proves it a claim divine, and not a wrong. 

Stay the wild rush of yon impetuous river, 
Not the upsoaring of a spirit strong ; 

For I were wronging thee to meanly tame 

Each winged impulse unto thy light claim ! 



Thus would our natures both be chain'd, degraded — 
Be ours a larger, nobler, loftier care ! ^ 

The flowers, with which yon summer bower is braided, 
Plead always wistfully for light and air ; 

So grow thy soul — from love to love ascending — 

Not to its mortal clay ignobly bending ! 



VICTORIA, 

ON HBB WAT TO GUILDHALL. 

Test told me the diamond-tiar on her head ' 

Gleam'd out like cham-lightning amid her soft hair ; 

They told me the many-hned glory it shed 
Seem'd a rainbow still playing resplendently there : 

I mark'd not the gem's regal lustre the while, 

I saw hot her snnny, her soul-illumed smile. 

They told me the plume floated over her face, 
Like a snowy cloud shading the rose-light of mom : 

I saw not the soft feather's tremulous grace, 
I watch*d but the being by whom it was worn ; 

I watch'd her white brow as benignly it bent, 

While the million-Yoiced welcome the air around rent. 

They told me the rich silken robe that she wore 
Was of exquisite texture and loveliest dye, 

Embroider'd with blossoms of silver all o'er. 

And clasp'd with pure jewels that dazzled the eye : 
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I saw not, I thought not of clasp, robe, or wreath, 
I thought of the timid heart beating beneath. 

I was born in a land where they bend not the knee. 
Save to One — unto whom even monarchs bow down : 

But lo ! as I gazed, in my breast springing free. 
Love knelt to her sweetness, forgetting her crown ; 

And my heart might have challenged the myriads there, 

For the warmth of its praise, and the truth of its prayer. 

And to her — ^to that maiden, young, innocent, gay. 
With the wild-rose of childhood yet warm on her cheek. 

And a spirit, scarce calm'd from its infantine play 
Into woman's deep feeling, devoted and meek ; 

To her — in the bloom of her shadowless youth — 

Proud millions are turning with chivalrous truth. 

It is right, — the All-judging hath order'd it so ; 

In the light of His favour the pure maiden stands : 
And who, that has gazed on that cheek's modest glow. 

Would not yield without murmur his fate to her hands ? 
Trust on, noble Britons ! trust freely the while ! 
I would stake my soul's hope on the truth of that smile ! 



▲ FLIGHT Of FANCT. W 



A FLIGHT OF FANCY. 

At the W of Judge Conscience stood Reason arraigned, 
The jnry impannell'd — the prisoner chained. 
The judge was facetioos at times, though severe. 
Now waking a smile, and now drawing a tear ; 
An old-fashion'd, fidgety, queer-looking wight. 
With a clerical air, and an eye quick as light. 

*^ Here, Reason, you vagabond ! look in my face ; 
I*m told you're becoming an idle scapegrace. 
They say that young Fancy, that airy coquette. 
Has dared to fling round you her luminous net ; 
That she ran away with you, in spite of yourself, 
For pure love of frolic — ^the mischievous elf. 



li 



The scandal is whisper'd by friends and by foes, 
And darkly they hint, too, that when they propose 
Any question to your ear, so lightly you're led, 
At once to gay Fancy you turn your wild head : 
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And she leads you off in some dangerous dance, 
As wild as the Polka that gallop'd from France. 

" Now up to the stars with you, laughing, she springs, 
With a whirl and a whisk of her changeable wings ; 
Now dips in some fountain her sun-painted plume, 
That gleams through the spray, like a rainbow in bloom ; 
Now floats in a cloud, while her tresses of light 
Shine through the frail boat and illumine its flight ; 
Now glides through the woodland to gather its flowers ; 
Now darts like a flash to the sea's coral bowers ; 
In short— cuts such capers, that with her, I ween. 
It's a wonder you are not ashamed to be seen ! 

'^ Then she talks such a language ! — ^melodious enough. 
To be sure, but a strange sort of outlandish stuff ! 
I'm told that it licenses many a whapper, 
And when once she commences, no frowning can stop her ; 
Since it's new, I've no doubt it is very improper ! 
They say that she cares not for order or law ; 
That of you, you great dunce ! she but makes a cat's-paw. 
I've no sort of objection to fun in its season. 
But it's plain that this Fancy is fooling you. Reason !" 

Just then into court flew a strange little sprite. 
With wings of all colours and ringlets of light ! 



She firoIU'd round Betaon, tOl Beason grew irild. 
Defying the court and caiesaing the child. 
Hie judge and the jury, the derk and recorder, 
In Tain caU'd this exquisite creature to order : — 
^ Unheard of intrusion !" — ^They bustled about, 
To seiie her, but, irild with delight, at the root, 
She flew from their touch like a bird from a spray. 
And went waltnng and whirling and singing away ! 

Now up to the celling, now down to the floor ! 
Were nerer such antics in courthouse before ! 
But a lawyer, well yersed in the tricks of his trade, 
A trap for the gay little innocent laid : 
He held up a fntrror, and Fancy was caught 
By her image within it, — so lovely, she thought. 
What could the fair creature be ! — ^bending its eyes 
On her own with so wistful a look of surprise ! 
She flew to embrace it. The lawyer was ready: 
lie closed round the spirit a grasp cool and steady. 
And she sigh*d, while he tied her two luminous wings, 
<< Ah ! Fancy and Falsehood are different things !*' 

The witnesses — maidens of uncertain age, 
With a critic, a publisher, lawyer, and sage- 
All scandalized greatly at what they had heard 
Of this poor little Fancy, (who flew like a bird !) 
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Were call'd to the sUnd, and their eTidenoe gate. 
The judge charged the jury, with countenance grare: 
Their verdict wan ^* Guilty/' and Reason look*d down, 
Ab hin honour exhorted her thus, with a frown :^ 

^^ Thin Fancy, thia vagrant, for life shall be chain'd 
In your own little cell, where yon should have relnain'd ; 
And you — for jfour punishment^ailer shall be : 
Don't let your accomplice come coaxing to me ! 
ril none of her nonsense — the little wild witch ! 
Nor her brihen — although rumour does say she is rich. 

*' Tve heard that all treasures and luxuries rare 
Gather round at her bidding, from earth, sea, and air ; 
And some go so far as to hint, that the powers 
Of darkness attond her more sorrowful hours. 
But gf> !** and Judge Conscience, who never was bought. 
Just bow'd the pale prisoner out of the courC 

'Tb said, that poor Reason next morning was found, 

At the door of her cell, fast asleep on the ground, i 

And nothing within but one plume rich and rare, 

Junt to nhow that young Fancy's wing once had been there. 

She had dropp'd it, no doubt, while ahe strove to get 

through 
The hole in the lock, which she coidd not luido. 
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THE COCOA-NUT TREE. 

Oh, the green and the graceful — ^the cocoa-nut tree ! 
The lone and the lofty — it Iotcs like me 
The flash, the foam of the heaving sea, 

And the sound of the surging waves 

In the shore's unfathom'd caves ; 
With its stately shaft, and its verdant crown, 
And its fruit in clusters drooping down ; 
Some of a soft and tender green, 
And some all ripe and brown between ; 
And flowers, too, blending their lovelier grace 
Like a blush through the tresses on Beauty's face. 
Oh, the lovely, the free. 
The cocoa-nut tree. 

Is the tree of all trees for me ! 

The willow, it waves with a tenderer motion. 
The oak and the elm with more majesty rise ; 

But give me the cocoa, that loves the wild ocean. 
And shadows the hut where the island-girl lies. 
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In the Nicobar islands, each cottage yon see 

Is built of the trunk of the cocoa-nut tree, 

While its leaves matted thickly, and many times o'er. 

Make a thatch for its roof and a mat for its floor ; 

Its shells the dark islander's beverage hold — 

'Tis a goblet as pure as a goblet of gold* 

Oh, the cocoa-nut tree, 

That blooms by the sea. 
Is the tree of all trees for me ! 

In the Nicobar isles, of the cocoa-nut tree 
They build the light shallop — the wild, the free ; 
They weave of its fibres so firm a sail. 
It will weather the rudest southern gale ; 
They fill it with oil, and with coarse jaggree. 
With arrack and coir, from the cocoa-nut tree. 

The lone, the free. 

That dwells in the roar 

Of the echoing shore— 
Oh, the cocoa-nut tree for me ! 

Rich is the cocoa-nut's milk and meat, 
And its wine, the pure pahn-wine, is sweet ; 
It is like the bright spirits we sometimes meet—* 
The wine of the cocoa-nut tree : 
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For they tie up the embryo bud's soft wing, 
From which the bloBsoms and nuts would spring ; 
And thus forbidden to bless with bloom 
Its nsdye air, and with soft perfume, 
The subtle spirit that struggles there 
Distils an essence more rich and rare. 
And instead of a blossom and fruitage birth. 
The delicate palm-wine ooses forth. 

Ah, thus to the child of genius, too. 
The rose of beauty is oft denied ; 
But all the richer, that high heart, through 

The torrent of feeling pours its tide, 
And purer and fonder, and far more true, 
Is that passionate soul in its lonely pride. 
Oh, the fresh, the free, 
The cocoa-nut tree. 
Is the tree of all trees for me ! 

The glowing sky of the Indian isles. 

Lovingly over the cocoa-nut smiles. 

And the Indian maiden lies below. 

Where its leaves their graceful shadow throw : 

She weaves a wreath of the rosy shells 

That gem the beach where the cocoa dwells ; 
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She winds them into her long black hair^ 
And they blush in the braids like rosebuds there ; 
Her soft brown arm and her graceful neck, 
With those ocean-blooms she joys to deck. 

Oh, wherever you see 

The cocoa-nut tree, 
There will a picture of beauty be ! 



THE BABY AND THE BREEZE. 

T&B breeze was high, and blew her sun-brown tresses 
About her snowy brow and violet eyes ; 
And she — my Ellen — ^brave and sweetly wise. 
In g^y defiance of its rough caresses, 
With rosy, pouting mouth, essay'd at lengthi 
To blow the rude airs back, that mock'<l her baby-strength. 

Ah ! thus when Fortune's storms assail thy soul. 
Yield not, nor shrink ! but bear thee bravely still 
Agunst their fury ! With thine own sweet will 
And childlike faith, oppose their fierce control. 
So shalt thou bloom at last, my treasured flower, 
Unharm'd by tempest-shock, in heaven's calm summer bower ! 
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Labour is life ! — 'Tis the still water faileth ; 

Idleness ever despaireth, bewaileth ; 

Keep the watch wound, for the dark rust assaileth ! 

Flowers droop and die in the stillness of noon. 
Labour is glory ! — the flying cloud lightens ; 
Only the waving wing changes and brightens ; 
Idle hearts only the dark future frightens : 

Play the sweet keys, wouldst thou keep them in tune ! 

Labour is rest — from the sorrows that greet us ; 
Rest from all petty vexations that meet us, 
Rest from sin-promptings that ever entreat us, 

Rest from world-sirens that lure us to ill. 
Work — and pure slumbers shall wait on thy pillow ; 
Work — thou shalt ride over Care's coming billow ; 
Lie not down wearied 'neath Wo*s weeping willow ! 

Work with a stout heart and resolute will ! 

Labour is health ! — Lo ! the husbandman reaping. 
How through his veins goes the life-current leaping ! 
How his strong arm, in its stalwart pride sweeping. 

True as a sunbeam the swift sickle guides. 
Labour is wealth — in the sea the pearl groweth ; 
Rich the queen's robe from the frail cocoon floweth ; 
Prom the fine acorn the strong forest bloweth ; 

Temple and statue the marble block hides. 
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'roop not though ehame, sin, and anguiali are round thee 
mreljf fling off the cold chain that hath bound thee ! 
ook to jon pure lit^avcn Hrniling beyond thee : 

Rest not content in thy darkneas — a clod ! 
^ork — for some good, bo it ever bo slowly ; 
herish some flower, be it erer so lowly : 
abour ! — all labour is noble and holy : 

Let thy great deeds be thy prayer to thy God. 



PURITrS PBAIIL; 

OR, THE DISTORT OF A TEAR. 

A MAIDEN, one aummcr'a day, over Life's spa 

In a pleasure-boat swiftly sntling, 
Gazed back on the bowers of her childhood freo, 

That were dim in the distance fuiling. 
She had clasp 'd her zone with a brilliaut stone, 

In tint like the plume of a lory ; 
Through its heart the blush of the dawn hud Bhone, 

And left in it all its glory. 
False, false the talisman 1" erica the girl, 

" From my bosom the gem I sever I 
Oh ! give me back Purity's snow-white pearl, 

And away with Love's ruby for ever !" 
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A tear, as she spoke, dimm'd her eye's blue fire, 

And fell in the foaming water, 
And hark ! at the moment, an angel-lyre 

Sounds the name of earth's sorrowing daughter. 
'Tis the spirit of mercy floats from heaven, 

Like light through the waves descending, 
And the penitent feels her fault forgiven, 

While smiles with her tears are blending. 
And long ere that frail bark reach'd the shore, 

Fair Mercy, her pledge redeeming. 
Stole up through the moonlit sea once more. 

With a pearl in her soft hand beaming. 
" I bring thee back Purity's gem of Snow ! 

'Tis thy tear of remorse and devotion, 
Transform'd to a pearl, in the wondrous flow 

Of Time's mysterious ocean." 
And the maiden has bound her zone again 

With the treasure she prized so truly. 
And safe is her bark on the fathomless main. 

For her talisman keeps it holy ! 




FRAGMENTS OF AN UNFINISHED STORY. 

"A FRiBXD !" Are jon a friend ? No, bj my soul ! 
Since you dare brestho the shadow of a doubt 
That I urn true as Truth : since you give not, 
Unto my bi-iufeet look — my gaycat word — 
My faintest change of cheek — my softest touch — 
Most sportive, careless smile, or low-breathed sigh — 
Nay, to my voice's lightest modulation, 
Though imperceptible to all but you: — 
If you give not to these, unquestioning, 
A limitless faith — the faith you give to Heaven — 
I will not call you " friend." I would disdain 
A seraph's heart, as yours I now renounce, 
If such the terms on which 'twere proffer'd me. 

Deny me Faith — that poor, yet priceless boon — 
And you deny the very soul of love ! 
As well withhold the lamp, whose light reveals 
The sculptured beauty latent in its urn, 
As proffer Friendship'a diamond in the dark. 

What though a thousand seeming proofs condemn me T 
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If mj calm image smile not clear through all, 
Serene and without shadow on your heart- 
Nay ! if the very vapours, that would veil it, 
Part not illumined by its presence pure, 
As round Night's tranquil queen the clouds divide, 
Then rend it from that heart ! I ask no place, 
Though 'twere a throne, without the state becomes 
Without the homage due to royal Truth ! 

And should a world beside pronounce me false. 
You are to choose between the world and me* 
If I be not more than all worlds to you, 
I will not stoop to Ubb! I will have all — 
Tour proudest, purest, noblest, loftiest love^ 
Your perfect trust — ^your soul of soul— or nothing ! 

Shall I not have them ? Speak ! on poorer spirits^ 
Who are content with less, because forsooth 
The whole would blind or blight them, or because 
They have but less to give — will you divide 
The glory of your own ? or concentrate 
On mine its radiant life ? — on mine ! that holds 
As yet, in calm reserve, the boundless wealth 
Of tenderness its Maker taught to it. 
Speak ! shall we part, and go our separate ways. 
Each with a half life in a burning soul. 
Like two wild clouds, whose meeting would evoke 
The electric flame pent up within their bosoms. 



rBAGMSNTS OF AN UNFINISHED STOBT. 49 

Thaty putedi weep their fiery hearts away, 
Or waste afar — and darken into death ? 
Speak ! do we part ? or are we one for ever ? 



Since I mnst loye thee— since a weird wild Fate 
Impels me to thy heart against my will — 
Do thou this justice to the soul I yield : 
Be its ideal. Let it not blush to love. 
Bid it not traQ its light and glorious wings 
Through the dull dust of earth, with downcast eyes 
And drooping brow, where Shame and Grief usurp 
Cahn Honour's throne ! — be noble, truthful, brave ; 
Love Honour more than Love, and more than me ; 
Be all thou wert ere the world came between 
Thee and thy God. 

Hear'st thou my spirit pleading 
With suppliant, clasped hands to thine, dear love ? 
Degrade her not, but let thy stronger soul 
Soar with her to the seraph's realm of light. 
She yields to thee ; do with her as thou wilt. 
She shuts her wings in utter weariness. 
For she has wander'd all night long astray. 
And found no rest — no fountain of sweet love. 
Save such as mock'd her with a maddening thirst. 
She asks of thine, repose, protection, peace. 
Implores thee with wild tears and passionate prayers 

B 
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To give her shelter through the night of Time, 
And lead her home at mom ; for long ago. 
She lost her way. 

Ah ! thou mayst give, instead 
Of that sweet boon she asks, if so thou wilt. 
Wild suffering, madness, shame, self-scorn, despair ! 
But thou wilt not ! — ^thine eyes — thy glorious eyes 
Are eloquent with generous love and faith. 
And through thy voice a mighty heart intones 
Its rich vibrations, while thou murmurest low 
All lovely promises, and precious dreams 
For the sweet Future ! So, I trust thee, love, 
And place my hand in thine, for good or ill. 



Do not my soul that wrong ! translate not thus 
The spirit-words my eyes are saying to thee : 
I would not fetter that rich heart of thine. 
Save by the perfect liberty I give it. 
For all God's worlds of glory ! Go thou forth— 
Be free as air I Iiove all the good and pure ; 
Cherish all love that can ennoble thee ; 
Unfold thy soul to all sweet ministries, 
That it may grow toward heaven — as a flower 
Drinks dew and light, and pays them back in beauty. 
And if — ah Heaven ! these tears are love's, not grief* 
And if some higher ministry than mine. 
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■ . ■ ■ I'l ■ ■ ■ ■ '. . " ' ■ 

Or some mote ^niat nAtaiid, blMil thee more^ 

Wrong not thjielf, or me, or Ioto, or tn^ . 

By shrinking weakly from thy destiny. 

I would not owe topitying tenderness " 

The joy with which thy presence Kghts my life. 

Then shslt still lore all that is thine, dear friend, 

• • • . . _ 

In my tme sonl-^-^ that is right and great ^ 

And that I still Iotc thee, so proudly^ porely— ^ 

That shall be my best joy ! go cabnly fortlh 



Would I were any thing that then dost loye ! 
A flower, a shell, a wavelet, or a cloud- — 
Aught that might win a moment's soul-look from thee.' 
To be "a joy for ever** in thy heart, 
That were in truth divinest joy to mine : 
A low, sweet, haunting Tune, that will not let 
Thy memory go, but fondly twines around it. 
Pleading and beautiful — for unto thee 
Music is life — such life as I would be ; — 
A Statue, wrought in marble, without stain. 
Where one immortal truth embodied lives 
Instinct with grace and loveliness ; — a Fane, 
A fair Ionic temple, growing up, 
Light as a lily into the blue air. 
To the glad melody of a tuneful thought 
In its creator's spirit, where thy gaze 
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Might never weary — dedicate to thee, 

Thy image shrined within it, lone and loved l^^ 

Make me the Flower thou lovest ; let me drink 

Thy rays, and give them back in bloom and beauty ; — 

Mould me to grace, to glory, like the Statue ; — 

Wake for my mind the Music of thine own, 

And it shall grow, to that majestic tune, 

A temple meet to shrine mine idol in ! — 

Hold the frailShell, tinted by love's pure blush, 

Unto thy souly and thou shalt hear within 

Tones from its spirit-home ; — smile on the Wave, 

And it shall flow, free, limpid, glad for ever ; — 

Shed on the Cloud the splendour of thy being. 

And it shall float — a radiant wonder — by thee. 

To love — thy love — so docile I would be. 
So pliant, yet inspired, that it should make 
A marvel of me, for thy sake, and show 
Its proud chef d'ceuvre in my harmonious life. 



I would be judged by that great heart of thine, 
Wherein a voice more genuine, more divine 
Than world-taught Reason, fondly speaks for me, 
And bids thee love and trust, through cloud and shine, 
The frail and fragile creature who would be 
Naught here — hereafter — if not all to thee ! 
Thou call'st me changeful as the summer cloud. 
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And waywftrd m a w»Te, and light as air. 
And I am all then sayst— all^ ^^^ more ; 
But the irild dond can weep, as well as lighten. 
And the wave mirron heaven, as my eonl thee ; 
And the light air, that frolics withovt thought 
O'er yonder harp, makes music as it goes. 
Let me play on the soul-harp I love best. 
And teach it all its dreaming melody — 
That is my mission — I have nothing else, 
In all the world, to do ; and I shall go 
Musidess, aimless, idle, through all life. 
Unless I play my part there— only there. 
In the full anthem which the universe 
Intones to heaven, my heart will have no share. 
Unless I have that soul-harp to myself, 
And wake it to what melody I please. 



So wrote the Lady Imogen — the child 
Of Poetry and Passion — ^all her frame 
So lightly, exquisitely shaped, we dream'd 
*Twas fashion'd to some melody of heaven. 
The fairest, airiest creature ever made — 
Flower-like in her fragility and grace. 
Childlike in sweet impetuous tenderness. 
Yet with a nature proud, profound, and pure, 
As a rapt sybil's. O'er her soul had passed 

■ 3 
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The wild simoom of wo, but to awake 
From that Eolian lyre the loveliest tones 
Of mournful music, passionately sad. 

Not thus her love the haughty Ida breathed : 
Alone, apart, in her own soul world dreaming — 
Of an ideal beauty calm and high, — 
O'er the patrician paleness of her cheek 
Game seldom, and how softly ! the faint blush 
Of irrepressible tenderness. 



Your course has been a conqueror's through life ; 
You have been followed, flatter'd, and caress'd ; 
Soul after soul has laid upon your shrine 
Its first, fresh, dewy bloom of love for incense : 
The minstrel-girl has tuned for you her lute, 
And set her life to music for your sake ; 
The opera-belle, with blush unwonted, starts 
At your name's casual mention, and forgets, 
For one strange moment, Fashion's cold repose ; 
The village maiden's conscious heart beats time 
To your entrancing melody of verse ; 
And, from that hour, of your beloved image 
Makes a life-idol. And you know it all. 
And smile, half-pleased, and half in scorn, to know. 

But you have never known, nor shall you now. 
Who, mid the throng you sometimes meet, receives 
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7aiir oudeos reeognition with a thrill 

At her adoring heart — ^worth all that homage ! 

Ton see not, 'neath her half-diedainfiil anile, 
The paaaionate teurs it is put on to hide ; 
Ton dream not what a wild eigh dies away 
In her laugh's joyous trill ; yon cannot guess — 
Ton, who see only with yonr outer sense,-^ 
A warp'd, chill'd sense, that wrongs you every hour-^ 
Tou cannot guess, when her cold hand you take 
That a $aul trembles in that light, calm clasp ! 

Tou speak to her with your world-tone; ah, not 
With the home-cadence of confiding love ! 
And she replies ; a few, low, formal words 
Are all she dares, nay deigns, return ; and so 
You part, for months, again. Yet in that brief, 
Oasis-hour of her desert-life, 
She has quaff'd eagerly the enchanted spring — 
The sun-lit wave of thought in your rich mind ; 
And passes on her weary pilgrimage 
Refresh'd, and with a renovated strength. 

And this has been for years. She was a child — 
A school-girl — when the echo of your lyre 
First came to her, with music on its wings, 
And her soul drank from it the life of life ! 

Then, in a festive-scene, you claim'd her hand 
For the gay dance, and, in its intervals. 
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Spake soothingly and gently — ^for you saw 

Her timid blush, but did not dream its cause. 

Even then her young heart worshipped you, and shrank, 

With a vague sense of fear and shame, away. 

She who, with others, was, and is, even now, 
Light, fearless, joyous, buoyant as a bird, 
That lets the air-swung spray beneath it bend. 
Nor cares, so it may carol, what shall chance, 
With you^ forgets her song, foregoes her mirth. 
And hushes all her music in her heart. 
It is because your soul, that should know hers 
With an intuitive tenderness, is blind ! 

But once again you met. Then years went by, 
And in a throng'd, luxurious saloon, 
You drew her fluttering hand within your arm — • 
A few blest moments next your heart it lay ! 
And still the lady mutely veiFd from yours, 
Eyes where her glorious secret wildly shone. 
And you, a-weary of her seeming dullness, 
Grew colder day by day. But once you paused 
Beside her seat, and murmur'd words of praise. 
Praise from your lips ! Ah, God ! the ecstasy 
Of that dear moment ! Each bright word, embalm'd 
In Memory's tears of amber, gleams there yet — 
The costliest beads in her rich rosary. 

But you were blind ! And after that a cloud, 
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CSolder and darker, hong between her heart 

And yonra. There were malicionsy' lovely Upa, 

That knew, too well, the poison of a hint, 

And it work'd deep and sure. And years again 

Stole by, and now once more we meet. We meet I ah, no ! 

We ne'er have met ! Hand may touch hand, perchanoe, 

And eye glance back to eye its idle smile ; 

But onr mouIm meet not : for, from boyhood, you 

Have been a mad idolater of beauty. 

And I! ah. Heaven ! had you retum'd my love, 

/had been beautiful in your dear eyes; 

For Love and Joy and Hope within the spirit, 

Make luminous the face. But let that pass : 

I murmur not. In my soul Pride is crown'd 

And throned — a queen ; and at her feet lies Love, 

Her slave — in chains — that you shall neer unclasp. 

Yet, oh ! if aspirations, ever rising 
With an intense idolatry of love. 
Toward all of grace and purity and truth 
That we may dream— can shape the soul to beauty, 
(As / believe,) then, in that better world. 
You will not ask if I were fair on earth. 

You have loved often — passionately, perchanci 
Never with that wild, rapturous, poet-love 
Which /might win — and will — not here on cartb. 
I would not have the ignoble, trivial cares 



L 
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Of common life come o*er our glorious union 
To mar its spirit-beauty. In His home 
We shall meet cfilmly, gracefully, without 
Alloy of petty ills. . 

Meantime, I read you as no other reads ; 
I read your soul — its burning, baffled hopes ; 
Its proud, pure aims, whose wings are melted off 
In the watm sunshine of the world's applause ; 
Its yearning for an angeV% tenderness: 
I read it all, and grieve, and solnetimes blush, 
That you can desecrate so grand a shrine 
By the false gods you place there ! you who know 
The lore of loVe so perfectly— who trace 
The delicate labyrinth of a woman's heart. 
With a sure clue, so true, so fine, so rare^ 
Some Angel- Ariadne gave it you ! 

If I knew how to stoop, I'd tell you more : 
I'd win your love, even now, by a slight word ; 
But that I'll say in heaven ! Till we meet there. 
Unto God's love I leave you. ...... 

You will glance round among the crowd hereafter. 
And dream my woman's heart must sure betray me. 
Not so : I have not school'd, for weary years. 
Eye, lip, and cheek, and voice, to be shamed now 
By your bold gaze. Ah ! were I not secure 
In my Pride's sanctuary — this revelation 
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Were an aet. Heaven, nor yon, could ever pardon ; 

And etill leas L * Nor wonld.I now forego— 

Even for your lore — the deep, diyine delight 

Of this most pore and unsuspected passion^ 

That none have gaess'd, or will, while I have life. 

Yon smile, perchance. Beware ! I shall shame yon, 

If with suspicion's plummet you dare sound 

The unfathom'd deeps of feeling in this heart. 

It shall bring up, 'stead of that love it seeks, 

A scorn you look not for. Ay, I would die 

A martyr's death, sir, rather than betray 

To you by faintest flutter of a pulse — 

By lightest change of cheek or eyelid's fall — 

That / am she who loves, adores, and flies you ! 



Ask why the holy starlight, or the blush 
Of summer blossoms, or the balm that floats 
From yonder lily like an angel's breath, 
Is lavished on such men ! God gives them all 
For some high end ; and thus the seeming waste 
Of her rich soul — ^its starlight purity, 
Its every feeling delicate as a flower. 
Its tender trust, its generous confidence. 
Its wondering disdain of littleness— 
These, by the coarser sense of those around her 
Uncomprehended, may not all be vain : 
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But win them — they unwitting' of the spell — 

By ties unfelt, to nobler, loftier life. 

And they dare blame her ! they whose every thought. 

Look, utterance, act, has more of evil in't, 

Than e*er she dream'd of or could understand ; 

And she must blush before them, with a heart 

Whose lightest throb is worth their all of life ! 

They boast their charity : oh, idle boast ! 

They give the poor, forsooth, food, fuel, shelter ; 

Faint, chilFd, and worn, her soul implored a pittance, 

Her soul ask'd alms of theirs, and was denied ! 

It was not much it came a-begging for — 
A simple boon, only a gentle thought, 
A kindly judgment of such deeds of hers 
As passed their understanding, but to her 
Seem*d natural as the blooming of a flower : 
For God taught her — but they had learn'd of men 
The meagre doling of their measured love, 
A selfish, sensual love, most unlike hers. 
God taught the tendril where to cling, and she 
Leam'd the same lovely lesson, with the same 
Unquestioning and pliant trust in Him. 

And yet that He should let a lyre of heaven 
Be play*d on by such hands, with touch so rude, 
Might wake a doubt in less than perfect faith, 
Perfect as mine, in his beneficence. 
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ADDRESS, 

vom VHB EsoPBviva Of mm fbdbbal stebbv thbatbb. 

AoAor they oome ! Enchanted Fancy hears 
Their airy atepe, with mingled amilea and tears — 
The immortal pair, that grace the Drama's page — 
The sister-mnses of the classic stage ! 

Hark to the rustling sweep of silk attire-^- 
*Ti8 stem Melpomene !-^With eyes of fire, 
A jeweird dagger in her haughty hand, 
Brow on whose lightest bend is throned command^ 
And dark, dishevell'd locks, that float adown 
Beneath the splendour of a queenly crown-^ 
There with imperial mien she walks alone. 
Proud, as each step were on a trampled throne ! 
Yet ah ! what majesty of grief appears 
In those dark eyes, too wildly sad for tears ! 
And ah ! what words, of subtlest power, can speak 
The soul of sorrow on her hueless cheek ! 

But list that laugh of girlish glee and grace ! 

With frolic footstep, frank and cordial face, 

w 
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And a soft '^golilen-tinted*' cloud of ciurlt 

That carelcM 'scape the clasp of wreathing pearls ; 

In tunic gay, that lightly veils her fomii 

Lo ! like a sunbeam — lovelier for the storm — 

The glad Thalia, buoyant as a child. 

Trips o*er the stage, in bloom and beauty wild ! 

All hail ! all hail ! ye peerless pair, once more ! 
Ye loved and lost — that bless*d these scenes of yore ! 

And now, around yon gorgeous throne of gold 
Where rests our tragic queen in state, behold — 
And round the couch too where demure doth ail 
The sportive daughter of Delight and Wit — 
A shadowy train with soundless footstepa gUde, 
The Drama's glory in her hour of pride ! 

There, mad with love and doubt, the goaded Moor 
Rends the young heart, so flower-like, soft, and pore. 
Whose tender truth, amaied at such strange blame. 
Half wild with sorrow, sighs, ^^ Am I thai name?*' 

There weak Macbeth beholds the dagger's kill 
That gleams in air and tempts lo maddening gnill ; 
And she — his more than queen — ^looks grandly down 
From her mind's throne, and waves him lo ibe crown. 

Light from the ** cowslip's bell,*' on filmy wingt. 
Where prisoned sunbeams play, our Ariel tpringa, 
Makes of a purple cloud his fairy boat, 
Unfurls its silvery sail in air lo float. 
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While round him muaio melts in heavenly tides, 
And to the slow, sweet tune, the aerial shallop glides* 

Next yonng Miranda ! — ^Nature's darling child — 
Frank, fearless, fond, and innocently wild — 
To whose fair frame the air, the earth, the wave. 
Proud of their guest, their grace and glory gave ! 
Mom to her pure cheek lent its rose-mist rare, — 
Sunset its gold to glisten in her hair,— 
The sea, its undulating play, — the breeze. 
Those low lute-tones it teaches to the trees, — 
And earth, her dearest rose's balm and glow. 
To breathe upon her lip, and warm her bosom's snow ! 

Ah see ! forlorn Ophelia falters by ! 
And near her, heedless of her song and sigh, 
Lo ! princely Hamlet to the night complains ! 

There Egypt's queen, a glorious marvel, reigns ! 
Quaffs the rare pearl, while Rome's heroic son, 
A costlier gem, her melting heart has won ; 
And turns forgetful from the state's control. 
To sway, with regnant smile, the empire of his soul. 

There bright Titania chides her truant-king. 
And weaves with steps of light the " fairy ring ;" 
There brave Prince Hal his gallant foe defies. 
And peerless Percy, " child of honour," dies ! 

There Beatrice, in graceful, gay disdain. 
Mocks with arch'd lip at Love's enchanted chain. 
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Unconscious that, despite her saucj smile, 
Round her warm heart 'tis twining all the while. 
There loveliest Hero, too, in truth serene, 
Shames with her modest grace the bridal scene. 
And wondering questions, in her maiden-pride, 
^^ Is mj lord mady that he doth speak so wide ?*' 

There the boy Arthur pours on Hubert's ear 
His sweet child-eloquence, half faith, half fear; 
And Constance cries, " Here I and Sorrow sit, 
This is my throne — let kings come bow to it !*' 

There subtle Richard, snake-like, winds his way 
To Anne's frail heart, with soft persuasion's sway : 
And Lear, blind, poor, yet kingly to the last. 
With regal wrath all grandly mocks the blast, 
Till true Cordelia comes, and on her breast 
Love's magic music lulls his great heart's grief to rest. 

Behold ! with loosen'd locks and flashing eyes. 
And scornful gibe, where haughty Katharine flies ! 
Stay, courteous damsel ! meekly meet your fate ! 
" Kate of Katehall — my super-dainty Kate !" 

There, brave and beauteous with the might of mind, 
Enchanting Portia, Shylock's bond doth bind ; 
And dark-eyed Jessica, the truant fay. 
Through bars and bolts, with Love has run away ! 

Look ! from yon lattice, bathed in starlight clear, 
What radiant being leans with rapturous fear ? 
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Oh, loTed lUlia^B lost, impMsion'd child, 
Dear Juliet ! whispering words so sweetly wild, 
She seems a stray young angel pleading there, 
While heaven has hnsh'd its harps to hear her '^ mnsic-prayer !'* 
But who comes here, with timid, tearful grace. 
And faltering step and half-arerted face 7 
That shy, sweet glance, that wavy, silken tress, 
That tell-tale blush, belie the page's dress. 
Sweet Viola ! not even thy man's array 
Cm hide or hush the maiden-epirifs pUy ; 
For Purity is such a gem, I ween. 
As no disguise can veil its glorious sheen ; 
Like the clear diamond of Golconda's mines. 
Placed in the dark, it more divinely shines. 

Yet see ! another metamorphosis ! 
What airy elf, what archer-boy is this ! 
Ha ! that drooped eye betrays no manly mind ; 
By Dian*8 silver bow — 'tis Rosalind ! 
You " golden creature !" with your pranks and wiles, 
Your arch, wild wit, quick frowns and dazzling smiles, 
Give to Ardennes your shafts from tongue and bow ; 
'Twere hard to tell which sharpest be, I trow, — 
Trip by, nor aim your spicy wit at me ! 
For one behind you flits, I fain would see ; 
Wreathed with wild blooms, herself the " flower of flowers," 



/ A wood-nymph from Bohemia's sylvan bowers ! 



The chastcn'd glory of a royal line 
Gleams like a halo round her form divine. 
Ennobles still her soft, unconscious mien, 
And lends to every step a pride serene. 
Turn, Perdita ! for there, in tranquil grace, 
" Queen of Aer«e(f,'* the wrong'd Hermion^ doth pace. 

But my scene-painter. Fancy, drops her brush. 
The pageant's hues of beauty fainter flush ; 
And now — queen, sylph, and hero all are fled. 
But not for ever ! oft this stage they'll tread : 
Left to implore, for all that fleeting train 
Whose mimic forms you yet shall see again. 
Assumed by some, the pride of our own days, 
Favour, forbearance, patronage, and praise. 

Nor these alone. Creations rich and rare 
Of modern genius here your smiles shall share. 
Here the lithe spirit of the dance shall spring. 
Like an embodied zephyr on the wing ; 
Or like a choral chant, caught as it came, 
And fetter'd for an hour with mortal frame. 
To soar and fall, and still for freedom yearn. 
All grace and harmony, where'er it turn ! 
Here too the soul of song shall float in air. 
And on its wings your hearts enchanted bear. 

Ah ! yield to them — to us — the meed we claim. 
Your smiles to light the path that leads to Fame. 
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So shall this life of mockery seem more sweet. 
And flowers shall rise to rest our pilgrim-feet, 
Whilefrom our lips, inspired by Hope divine, 
Like fire shall flow the bard's melodious line. 

No more — ^the Drama's scenes my exit wait ; 
The prompter whispers, ^^ Come, 'tis getting late !" 
I'd much to say, and to the purpose, too, 
But Mr. Wyman vows Hwitt never do ! 
So, as I make my courtsey, with all speed, 
Up with the dropnscene ! Let the play proceed I 



THE INDIAN MAID'S REPLY TO THE 

MISSIONARY.* 

Half earnest, half sportive, yet listening, she stood, 
That queenly young creature, the child of the wood ; 
Her curving lips parted — her dark eyes downcast — 
Her hands lock'd before her — her heart beating fast ; 
And around her the forest's majestic arcade, 
With the pure sunset burning like fire through the shade : 
He spake of the goodness, the glory of Him 



* The fkiend who related to me this incident wm, I beliere, himself an 
tj«-witneM to the aeene. 
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Whose smile lit the heavens — ^whose frown made them dim. 

And with one flashing glance of the eyes she upraised 

Full of rapture impassioned, her Maker she praised. 

He spake of the Saviour, his sorrow, his truth, 

His pity celestial, the wrong and the ruth ; 

And quick gushing tears dimm'd the gaze that she tum'd 

To his face, while her soul on her sunny cheek bum'd. 

Then he thought in his fond zeal to wile her within 

The pale of the church ; but as well might he win 
Yon cloud that floats changefully on in the light, 

A fawn of the forest, a star-ray of light, 

As tame to his purpose, or lure from her race 

That wild child of freedom, all impulse and grace. 

She listens in sad, unbelieving surprise ; 

Then shakes back her dark, glossy locks from her eyes, 

And with eloquent gesture points up to the skies. 

At last, to awaken her fears he essays ; 

He threatens God's wrath if thus freely she strays. 

Wild, sweet, and incredulous rang through the wood 

The laugh of the maiden, as proudly she stood. 

Soft, thrilling, and glad woke the echo around ; 

True nature's harmonious reply to that sound. 

Then lowly and reverent answered the maid : — 

^' God speaketh afar in the forest," she said, 

" And he sayeth — * Behold in the woodland so wild. 

With its heaven-arch'd aisle, the true church of my child.* " 



WOMAN. 



WOMAN. 



A FBAQMBHT. 



WiTHiK a frame, more glorious than the gem 
To which Titania could her sylph condemn, 
Fair woman's spirit dreams the hours away, 
Content at times in that bright home to stay, 
So that you let her deck her beauty still, 
And waltz and warble at her own sweet will. 

Taught to restrain, in cold Decorum's school, 
The step, the smile, to glance and dance by rule ; 
To smooth alike her words and waving tress. 
And her pure hearths impetuous play repress ; 
Each airy impulse — every frolic thought 
Forbidden, if by Fashion's law untaught. 
The graceful houri of your heavenlier hours 
Forgets, in gay saloons, her native bowers. 
Forgets her glorious home — ^her angel-birth — 
Content to share the passing joys of earth ; 
Save when, at intervals, a ray of love 
Pleads to her spirit from the realms above, 
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Plays on her pinions shut, and softlj sings 
In low JEoIian tones of heavenly things. 

Ah ! then dim memories dawn upon the soul 
Of that celestial home from which she stole ; 
She feels its fragrant airs around her blow ; 
She sees the immortal bowers of beant j glow ; 
And faint and far, but how divinely sweet! 
She hears the music where its angels meet. 

Then wave her starry wings in hope and shame. 
Their fire illumes the fair, transparent frame, 
Fills the (lurk eyes with passionate thought the while. 
Blooms in the blush and lightens in the smile: 
No loiipT then the toy, the doll, the slave, 
But fniiik, heroic, beautiful, and brave, 
She risrs, radiant in immortal youth, 
And wildly pleads for Freedom and for Truth ! 

These captive Peris all around you smile. 
And one I've met who might a gml beguile. 
She's stolen from Nature all her loveliest spells: 
r|H>n her cheek morn's blushing splendour dwells, 
The starry midnight kindles in her eyea, 
The gold of sunset on her ringlets liea, 
And to the ripple of a rill, 'tis said. 
Slit* tuned her voice and timeil her airy tread ! 

Ni> rule restrains kft thrilling laugh, or mouldi 
Jlcr floning robe to tyrant Fashion's folds; 



So cnatom chains tlie grace in that fair girl, 

That Hwaje her willowy form or waves her careless carl. 

I plead not that she share each sterner task ; 

The cold reformers know not what they ask ; 

I only seek for our transplaotcd fay, 

That she may have — in all/aiV wa^g — her way! 

I would not see the aerial creature trip, 
A hlooming sailor, up some giant ship, 
Some man-of-war — to reef the topsail high — 
Ah ! reef your eurh — and let the canva» fly ! 

Nor would I bid her quit her "broidery frame, 
A fniry hlacksmith by the forge's flame : 
No ! be the fires she kindles only those 
With which man's iron nature wildly glows. 
" Strike while the iron's hot," with all your art, 
Bat strike Love's anvil in hiu yielding heart ! 

Nor should our sylph her tone's low music striuD, 
A listening senate with her nit to chain, 
To rival Choate in rich and graceful lore, 
Or challenge awful Webster to the floor. 
Like that rash wight who raised the casket's Hd, 
And set a genius free the stars that hid. 

Not thus forego the poetry of life. 
The sacred names of mother, sister, wife ! 
Rob not the household hearth of all its glory, 
Lose not those tones of musical delight. 
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All man has left, to tell him the sweet story 
Of his remember'd home — ^beyond the night. 

Yet men too proudly use their tyrant power ; 
They chill the soft bloom of the fairy flower ; 
They bind the wing, that would but soar above 
In search of purer air and holier love ; 
They hush the heart, that fondly pleads its wrong 
In plaintive prayer or in impassioned song. 

Smile on, sweet flower! soar on, enchanted wing! 
Since she ne'er asks but for one trifling thing^ 
Since but one want disturbs the graceful fay. 
Why let the docile darling have — her way! 



74 POEMS. 



Thou seest but a smile on the brow of the churl ; 
May his frown never awe thee, my own baby-girl ! 
And oh ! may his step, as he wanders with thee, 
Light and soft as thine own little fairy-tread be ! 
While still in all seasons, in storms and fair weather, 
May Time and my May be but playmates together. 



TO 



They tell me in Fashion's illumined saloon. 
Where the dance lightly echoes the melody's tune, 
Where Beauty and Grace weave the spell of delight, 
And the waltz and mazourka mock Time in his flight. 
Where they crown the gay hours with rarest of flowers, 
No forms floating there are more lovely than yours ; 
That the brightest of balls wants a charm and a grace, 
If your eyes refuse their soft light to the place. 

I seek not — I love not the halls of the gay, 
Where my lone spirit pines for its dear ones away ; 
I see not your beauty when deck'd for the dance. 
When blossom and gem mock the blush and the glance ; 
You come not to me in the glow of your pride. 



r 
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For y<m know I've a welcomei but nothing beside ; 
Yet you bring me a smile that is sweeter by far 
Than the gay one whose light is the festival's star; 
While with heart foil of love, as your hands are of toys, 
You bless sunny childhood by sharing its joys. 
Oh ! dearer its innocent rapture than all 
The praises that follow the belle of the ball ; 
And you seem at such moments more graceful to me. 
Than you would when array'd for the festiyal's glee. 



A REMEMBRANCE. 

I KNOW a dear dwelling, that's fairer to me 
Than the silk-hung saloons of a palace could be. 
Oh ! goldenlj round it, the sunbeams steal through 
The dark clustered leaves of the graceful jallou ; 
And acacias wave softly their light tassels there ; 
And blooming catalpas pour balm on the air. 

And grape vines are wreathing o'er soft purple bloom, 
And happy flowers breathing a priceless perfume. 
Beneath in the valley, where blue waters gleam, 
The boat's wing^ beauty glides by, like a dream ; 
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And cool mid that foliage the pore breeies Uow, 
While the city lies basking in sunshine below. 

And a gush of glad music is sure to be beard. 
In each pause of our converse, from breese or froM bird ; 
But not for the sunlight, and not for the shade, 
And not for the picture that nature has made ; 
Nor the gleam of the wave, nor the blossom's perfume. 
Nor the gay notes that glide from the leares* lorely gloon 

Not for these does mj spirit return to that spot, 
With a love that is never foregone or forgot ! 
Wann hearts in that dwelling beat kindlj for me ; 
They shared in my sorrow, they gladden*d my glee ; 
When the cold cloud of care o'er my wayward heart lay, 
A voice that I love sang the shadow away. 

Ah ! whether in sunshine or whether in shade, 
^Vherever the wanderer's way may be made. 
The picture of beauty affection has traced. 
On memory's pages, shall ne'er be eff^ed ; 
But still will her spirit return to that spot. 
With a love that is never foregone or forgot ! 
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THE MAGIC PRISM .♦ 

How Boftlji how Boftly, oh ! maiden, they shine, 
Through poetiy'B prim, those colours divine ! 
Array'd in their beauty, illumed by their beams, 
How fair to thy spirit, life's sunny way seems ! 
Ah ! Fancy — ^the fairy — has met thee to-day, 
And hers is the toy thou art taking away ! 
Keep, keep it for ever, that talisman rare ; 
Nor yield it to time, to misfortune or care ! 
Dim shapes, in the distance, of evil, arise ; 
Thou see'st not, thou fear'st not, enchanted thine eyes ! 

And while through the magical prism they gaze. 
Those phantoms will bide from its beautiful rays ; 
But once let it fall, and around thee they throng. 
With the serpent's cold hiss, and the siren's wild song. 

Nay ! dash from the hands the false prism for ever. 
And brave the dark trial with lofty endeavour ! 
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Gird on the stern armour of courage and truth, 
Now, now in the bloom of thy beautiful youth ! 
With resolute purpose, prepared for the strife, 
Go forth, frank and wise, to the battle of life ! 
Give back to gay fancy the prism you stole, 
And wear for thy guerdon, Q-od'9 smile in thy soul ; 
And the darker the earth-night that smile shall illume, 
The fairer in heaven thy pure life shall bloom \ 
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Come, sword of Mudara, the deadly and true ! 
Rodrigo de Lara thy searching blade knew ; 
And ruthless like his is the heart thou shalt cleave 
Ere shines o*er yon mountain the starlight at eve. 
Cold and firm as thy steel be my soul for the fray, 
For the caitiff of Gormaz makes light of his prey ; 
And brands by the thousand flash forth at his call 
From the hills of Asturia ; yet shall he fall ! 
For never till now had our scutcheon a stain. 
And the house of Lair Calvo no yielding shall deign ! 
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Best trmnquOy my father ! the deed he shall me ; 
Thy boy has a spirit to dare and to do. 
He may smile at my youth, at thy age he oould sneer ; 
But thy honour — ^thy life — hz^e their champion here. 
On his side are craft and the conrtier's might ; 
On mine, my father, the trath and the right : 
And glory go with me, or shame be my meed, 
As I| in this contest, shall fail or succeed. 

Though feeble my frame be, my courage is strong, 
And God will be by me in righting thy wrong. 
Come, sword of Mudara, best servant at need; 
Like the homicide Lara, Lorano shall bleed ! 
Let us fly to avenge in his life-blood his guilt ! 
If we fail, in mine own be thou sheathed to the hilt. 
For I swear by yon sun, ere it sink to the sea. 
It shall rise but on one — but on him or on me. 
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FIRST AFFECTION. 

The glory of sunset is filling the air, 
It has kindled the wood with a radiance rare, 
It gleams on the lake, and the swan's snowy plume 
Has caught from its crimson a tint of rose-bloom ; 
And see ! in the white marble vase — with a smile 
That illumes all the sculpture — *tis resting a while. 
Now the rose-wreathed lattice lights up with its rays, 
And now o'er the maiden it tenderly plays ; 
It seems like a spirit, gay, loving, and free. 
It would woo her to wake from her fond reverie ; 
With sportive allurement it plays with her curl. 
And kisses her blush and her bracelet of pearl ; 
But the blush is more warm than the sunbeam can be. 
And the bracelet is clasp'd o'er a pulse throbbing wild. 
And the maid has forgotten wave, blossom, and tree. 
For Love's sunny morn o'er her young heart has smiled. 

And vain is the song of her petted canary. 
For Love's lightest cadence is sweeter by far, 



FIRST AFFECTION. 81 

And tli6 flldeB and the flowers are unnoticed by Mary, 
For Love's blosh and smile are her rose and her star ; 
And, hark ! from her lips, with a gosh of wild feeling, 
Her heart's hallow'd music is tenderly stealing : — 
He tells me I am dear to him, 

And in that precious vow 
Is more than music — ^more than life— 

I never lived till now ! 
This heart will break with too much joy — 

Ah me ! my maiden pride, 
It strives in vain to hush my sighs. 

To still my spirit's tide ; 
And I may watch his dear dark eyes. 

Nor shrink to meet his gaze ; 
And I may joy to hear his step, 

And list to all he says. 
'Twill not be wrong now he has vow'd 

He loves me best of all, 
'Twill not be wrong to care for naught 

But him in festive hall ; 
'Twill not be wrong to dream of him, 

And love him night and day, 
To smile on him when he is here 

And bless him when away ; 
To sing the song he loves the best— 

I leam'd it long ago, 



82 POEMS. 



But never dared to tell, beeanae 

I blush'd to love him so ; 
And I may think hii blessed tniila 

The loveliest on the earth. 
And glory in his noble mind 

And in his manly worth ; 
And I — perhaps — I cannot tell — 

Perhaps some day 111 dare 
To lay my hand npon his brow — 

To smooth his glowy hair ! 
But no ! I dare not think of thia, 

For still the story ran 
That she whose love is lightly won 

Ia lightly held by man. 
Ah ! will it not be joy enough 

To know I have his heart ; 
To feel, e*en when he*s far away. 

Our souls can never part ; 
To hear his gentle praise or blame— 

For e'en reproof of his 
Seems dearer, sweeter far to me 

Than others' flattery is ; 
To whii«|>er to him all my tboeghUi 

To share his joy and wo. 
To read, to walk, to pray with hi] 

To love, and tell him so. 
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I wonder whut m\] Marion 

And what will mother say ? 
They said I must not think of him, 

That he was light and gay ; 
They said hia fond devotion 

Was but an idler's whim ; 
I knew, I knew he loved me, 

And oh ! I worshipp'd him. 
He's not like any other 

Tliat I have ever Been ; 
He has a purer, truer smile, 

A loftier, manlier mien ; 
His soft hair waves upon hia brow 

In dusters light and free. 
His Boul is in his hiizel eyes 

Whene'er they gaze on mo ; 
And when he speaks and when he sings, 

His soft melodious tone 
With love's de<?p, sacred meaning thrills 

From At* heart to my own ! 
He docs not stoop to flatter me — 

I do not wish him to — 
I should not think he loved so much 

Did he as others do ; 
Sut once he laid his darling hand 

Upon my drooping head, 
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Because he saw my soul was pain'd 

By something he had said, — 
Some warmer word to Marion 

Than he had dared to me, — 
And oh ! that light and timid touch. 

That no one else could see. 
How eloquent of love it was ! 

It soothed my very soul, 
My eyes were fiU'd with happy tears 

That nothing could control ; 
And from that moment well I knew 

His full, warm heart was mine : 
Ah ! how shall I deserve that heart. 

Deserve his truth divine ? 
1*11 strive to be as good as he — 

I'll check each error vain 
That dims the holy mirror of 

My soul with earthly stain ; 
And it shall be my prayer to God, 

My Guardian and my Guide, 
That he I love may have no ill 

To blush for in his bride ! 



^^^ ^ 
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A DREAM. 


1 


I SLEPT, and dreammg wander'd in 


1 


The ball of an enchanted palace, 


1 


And from some viewless hand I took 


1 


An emerald-lighted chalice. 


J 


I qtiaff'd from it the liquid light, 


^ 


And instant to my charmed view, 




Above, around me, everywhere 




A thousand radiant fairies flew. 




High in the centre of the dome, 




A single, lustroua diamond burn'd. 








And ahed soft beauty through the air 




And all it touch'd to glory tnm'd ; 




Proud carv<?d columns rose around. 




Of marble pure and white, 




Engarlanded with costly gems 




That fiU'd the hall with colour'd light ; 




And fair aa flowers the beings were 




That floated here and there ; 
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Deep eyes, whose looks were words of love — 

And tones like music in a dream — 
And fair soft hair, that loosely fell 

With a pale, golden moonlight gleam ; 
And one, more lovely than the rest 

Because more kind, beside me stole. 
And murmur'd, ^^ Be the wish confessed 

That dearest seems unto thy soul ; 
And dwelleth what thou dost desire^ 
In earth or water, air or fire, 
It shall be thine — the fairy-fate 
Doth on thy instant bidding wait." 
Then lowly from the luminous throng, 
Arose a wild, sweet, choral song : — 
Now speak but one wish, mortal, breathe but one prayer ; 
We will bring thee the treasures of earth and of air ; — 
Lo ! see'st thou where night looketh down on yon lake ? 

She braids in that mirror her dark-flowing hair, 
With the star-gems of heaven ; her purest we'll take. 

If that be the aim of thy wish and thy prayer. 
Oh ! sigh but one hope — ^but one moment's desire ; — 
We will bring thee the glories of ocean and fire. 

We know where the diamonds of loveliest glow 
Lie hid in the earth's rocky bosom below ; 
We will light thee with one, where the rainbow has play'd. 
And the wings of the lightning a moment have stay'd. 



Till they left in iu heart half the glory they bare, 

And it bam'd with a beauty it knew not before. 

Ob, speak but one wish, mortal — breathe but one prayer ! 

We vill bring thee the treasures of earth and of «ir, 

Oh, sigh but one hope, but one moment's desire ; 

We will show thee the wonders of wave and of fire. 

Far down where the coral halls gleam in the waters, 
In the light of their beauty, roam Ocean's glad duughtera ; 
We will dive for the pearls and the sea-flowers rare, 
Thftt they wind through the curls of their amber-hued hair. 
DoBt thon covet the violet clouds and vermilion 
That float round the setting sun's golden pavilion ? 
We will weave them for thee round a chariot of fire, 
That shall fly with the speed of thy wildest desire ! 
Oh, breathe but one wish — mortal, speak but one prayer ! 
We will bring thee the treasures of earth and of air ; 
Fur pearls from the aea-decps — pure gold from the mine ; 
The star and the rose-cloud, all, all shall be thine ; 
Oh, if higher thy hope be — fame, riches, and power, 
The jewel of genius or beauty's soft flower, — 
One word of our magic, one touch of our wand. 
They are thine — they are thine — at thy will and command. 

" Ah, no ! not the sea-flower or gem of the mine. 
Nor the diamond that Night in her tresses doth twine. 
Nor the splendours that light up at sunset the sky, 
"Sot the wealth of a world, can awaken my sigh ; 



r 



88 POEMS. 



Not for these, not for them, does my lone spirit pine 
Oh, give me a heart that will answer to mine ! 
Offer power and fame to the proud and the cold : — 
What are they to a woman — and what is your gold ? 
The jewel of genius a treasure may be ; 
But idle its glory to love and to me : 
And beauty unloved will but wither and pine ! — 
Oh, give me a heart that can answer to mine !" 

^^ Nay, mortal, thou askest a treasure more rare 
Than the jewels of earth or the stars of the air. 
There breathes but one Being that gift can bestow, 
And seldom the blessing is met with below : 
No seeking will find it ; — ^keep pure in its pride 
Thine own lonely heart, and in patience abide. 
And if here be denied thee that rapture so rare, 
Look trusting to heaven — ^it waits for thee there." 
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LULIN; OR, THE DIAMOND FAY. 



A FAIBT LBOBMD, SBMT BT A LOTBB TO BIS M 

WITH A DIAMOBD BIBO. 



I. 

Faib Lilith, listen, whfle I sing 
The legend of this diamond ring ; 
And in its moral, maiden, heed 
A quiet ^^ hint, your heart may need." 
In fairy archiyes, where 'tis told, 
I found the story quaint and old, 
Writ on a riehly-blazon'd page 
Of parchment, by some elfin sage. 

Long was the night to Lulin ! — Discontent 
With dew and flowers, — with fairy dance and song, — 
Her pearlnshell boat upon the little stream, 
Lit by a firefly, which her spells transfix'd. 
And lined with a warm blush some flower had given. 
Where she was wont to lie and furl at wiU 
The lily-leaf, and ply her elfin oar, — 

mi 
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Her white moth-courser, hamess'd with gold hair, — 

Her tiny, silver-chorded lute, on which 

She play'd the violet's lullaby, until 

It bent in balmy slumber, — all were vain. 

All wearied her. Vague yearnings for a sphere 

More high and vast had fiU'd her ardent soul. 

And once, at dawn, when soft the signal rang 

That every morning warn'd the dainty troop 

On pain of death to fly the approach of Day, 

Our wilful Lulin lingered ! — but an instant — 

Yet in that instant she was seen and loved, 

And loved again. Alas ! The first, rich ray. 

The glorious herald of the coming mom. 

Lit on the greensward at her very feet ! 

She fled in fear, yet with a rapturous thrill 

At heart that haunted her. And now she lay 

Upon her rose-leaf couch, half wild with doubt 

And hope, when lo ! just ere the dawn, 

A bubble, blown by some blithe cottage imp. 

Floated above her ! Like a gleam of light. 

Up glided Lulin from her fragrant bed. 

And clapp'd her delicate hands and cried, ^^ For me ! 

For me — the strange balloon ! 'Tis bound to heaven ! 

Thus then I leave the cares of life for ever, 

And meet my love !" She plumed her luminous wings , 

She flew to mount the slowly soaring orb, 
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And, poised npon it, proadly looked below ! 

All, heaven ! wbat warm embrace enfolds her form ? 

Her sonlit god alights beside her there ! 

And the car, suddenly illumined, glows 

Beneath the glory of his smile ; and np 

They sail exulting in their joy ; — ^but hark ! 

The signal sounds ! the musical fairy gong ! 

Once — ^twice — ah, fate ! ere thrice its tones resound, 

The fragile bubble breaks ! Alas for Lulin ! 

Down from her dizzy height, in sight of all. 

Of all the troop dismay'd, she gleaming fell ! 

Still radiant in the sunbeam's bright embrace: 

And crush'd — a little heart's-ease in her fall. 



n. 
And lo ! bewilder'd, tranced as in a dream, 
The wondering band too late remained ; for Day 
Surprised them with his fatal, fiery glance. 
And from that hour they vanish'd from the earth ! 
Yet ere they pass'd away — ^to our lost Lulin, 
Outspake her fairy majesty ; and calm 
And cold her sentence fell, as falls the snow 
On some young flower : — ^^ Soars the sprite so high ? 
Her pride shall have due deference. Henceforth, 
A diamond shall our Lulin's prison be, — 
A palace rarely carved and lighted up ; 
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Nor shall the culprit liberty regain, 
Till, set in ring of gold, she goes to grace 
The finger of a maid, whose dainty love, 
Like hers, disdains all fellowship with earth, 
And soars to meet some spirit of the skies. 
When that maid shall forego her airy dream 
To wed with clay, — the sprite, her penance o'er, 
Her sin forgiven, shall fly her diamond-cell." 

The tale is told. — To Lilith's care, 
I give my lovely, diamond sprite. 

My prisoner-fay, with golden hair, 
And tiny wings of purple light. 

And cheek of rose, and eyes of blue, 

And fluttering scarf of emerald hue. 

But I've a faint misgiving, sweet. 
That still the wilful lovers meet ! 
Methinks 'twere sweet to watch all day 
The sunbeam flirting with the fay ! 
And oft I've seen some radiant thing 
(That waved so fast its flashing wing, 
Its shape escaped my dazzled eyes, — 
Perhaps her lover in disguise !) 
Into the diamond-palace dart ! 
And sudden, waking with a start. 



My Bprite, that lay so still and cold, 
Flings back her locks of gleaming gold ; 
Waves her bright wings, in glad surprise, 
With radiant blush and beaming eyes ; 
And, with her light scarf, strives to chain 
Her brilliant guest, — alas, in vain ! 
Recall'd, to heaven her angel flies. 
And all the diamond's rainbow dies ! 



So, Lilith, take the culprit fay, 
And let her have her fairy way- 
Think — ^how would you like, thus to pine 
Within a prison, lady mine ? 
Recall yonr soul to things below, 
And let the dainty creature go ; 
And while you set one subject free, 
Another captive take — in me ! 
Believe me, you, wliose spirit now 
So coldly looks from eye and brow, 
If once you let Love's heavenly ray 
Glide in upon your heart to play, 
Would wake like her to glorious bloom, 
And all your lovely cage illume ; 
Anil not, like her, the hapless sprite, 
Should Lililh mourn her lover's flight ! 
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Toung Lilith took the diamond ring, 
And while she watch' d the fairy's wing 
Within it play, she listened, mute 
And blushing to her lover's suit. 
Ah ! woe the morn, sweet Lilith gave 
Her troth to him — the minstrel brave ! 
The bridal now was scarcely said. 
Ere from the gem the fairy fled. 
And as she glanced like light away. 
In Lilith's dark eyes paled the ray ; 
And ere the sprite was lost to view. 
Her cheek had changed its glowing hue : 
Her eyelids closed !— can it be death ? 
Ah, heaven ! that fluttering, failing breath,- 
The fay has fled — ^and Lilith's soul, 
Too pure for this world, heavenward stole ! 



THE STATUE TO PYGMALION, 

Gaze on ! I thrill beneath thy gaze, 
I drink thy spirit's potent rays ; 
I tremble to each kiss they give : 
Great Jove ! I lave, and therefore live* 



I 
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Not for tenderest touch or tone, 
Lavish 'd still on thee alone ; 
Not because, in word and wile, 
Woman-wit would thee beguile, — 
Not for pleading tear and smile ; 
Not becaose, with airj art, 
I may flutter round thy heart, 
Wearing witchery's web of light. 
Till it daule Reason's sight ; 
Not for these, that heart must gire 
That dear love on which I lire ! 

But, if in this soul of fire. 
Glows one generous, high desire, — 
If one great and glorious aim 
Reverence from thy spirit claim,— > 
If my love for lovely things 
Plumes for heaven its holy wings,— 
If my scorn of false and mean 
Grow not proud and unserene ; 
If my truth, by trial met. 
Hold its honour calmly yet ; 
Love thou these, that these may grow 
Bravely in the light you give ; 
Love me best, when nMeei s o 
In thy love I trulg live ! 
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THE FAN. 






A I.0VNB'B rAHTAlT. 






DaiHTT spirit, that dost lie 






Couch'd within the lephyr'e sigh, 






Mnrmur in mine earnest ear 






Music of the starry sphere ! 






Softest melody divine 






Lend unto each lyric line, 






TiU the Uy of love shall seem 






Light and airy &e its theme. 






Ah I not unto mortal wight 






Wilt thou whisper, frolic sprite ! 






Fancy ! wave thif fairy wing. 






While the magic Fan I sing ! 






Airy minister of fate, 






On whose meaning motions wut 






Half a hundred butterflies, 






Idle heaux — more fond than wise — 






Basking in the fatal smile 






That but wins them to beguile ! 
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Blest be they who fashion'd thee 

Beauty's graceful toy to be ! 

Virgin gold from Orient cave — 

Veined pearl from ocean's wave — 

Showing, like her temples fair. 

Through her curls of lustrous hair, 

Tints of richest glow and light 

From a master's palette bright, 

On the parchment rarely wrought, 

Till the painting life has caught-^ 

All have made thee plaything fit 

For a maiden's grace and wit. m 

She can teach thee witchery's spell. 

Make thy lightest motion tellj 

Bid thee speak, though mute thou art, 

All the language of the heart. 

When her eyes say softly "Yes," 
Thou canst hide and yet express 
All the enchanting blush would speak 
While it warms her modest cheek ; 
And thy motion well can show, 
With one flutter to or fro. 
Her disdain's indignant "No." 

Queen of fans ! the downy pressure 
Of her snow-white, dimpled hand. 



I 



Ab it clasps the costly treasure. 
Wrought in India's glowing land, 
Han it not a soul impress'^ 
On the toy by her carcas'd ? 
Ah ! what ministry (li\-ine, 
Fnil, yet love-taught fan, ia thiuo ! 
Thou shoulJst be a beauteous bird, 
Flying at her lightest word, 
Xcstling near her silken stone, 
Like a gem on Beauty's throne, 
Or a young aerial sprite 
AVatcliing every smile of light : 
Art thou not ? Methinks I trace, 
Now and then, an nnget face 
Gleaming, aa thy painted wing 
Flies before her — happy thing ! 
Sometimes I could almost swear 
Love himself had hidden there, 
Aiming thence his shafts of fire, 
Now in sport and now in ire. 
Hearts obey each proud behest 
By thy lightest touch expreas'd^ 
As thou glancest to and fro, 
Fluttering in her hand of snow. 
So, fair spirit, fold thy wing 
While thy ministry I sing ! 
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Softly wave each careless curl 
O'er her brow — ^the radiant girl ; 
Fan each pure and precious tint 
Feeling on her cheek doth print ; 
Wake it from its pure repose, 
Till the dear blush comes and goes ; 
Shade the dimple's frolic grace 
Sporting o'er her sunny face ; 
Hide the smile of playful scorn 
From her spirit's buoyance bom ; 
Veil the timid sigh that parts, 
Trembling, from her " heart of hearts ;" 
Aid the glances — ^words of light — 
Flashing from her eye's blue night, 
And her dearest bidding do, 
Like an Ariel fond and true ! 

All sweet airs and incense wait 
On thy wave, fair wand of fate ! 
Soft and balmy as her sigh, 
Be each zephyr thou dost wake, 
Round her graceful head to fly, 
Blest be thou for Beauty's sake ! 

Yet, spirit ! fold thy wing, 
While thy ministry I sing ! 
Show her how some touch, too bold, 
Marr'd thy robe of pearl and gold ; 
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Whisper, as thou wayest by. 
Beauty's light like thine will die 
If she waste itd bloom divine 
On the idlers ronnd her shrine ; 
Warn her that her spirit's wing 
Be not ever flattering ; 
For if that should break, or show 
Lightest shade upon its snow, 
Lives no mortal artisan 
That can make it bright again ! 
Tears may bathe the broken plume, 
Sighs may mourn its early doom — 
Only may it hope for reft 
Folded on the Father's breast. 

So, fair spirit, wave thy wing. 
And my message softly sing ! 
" Do thy spiriting gently" there. 
Lest thou wound a soul so rare ; 
And be this the warning dear 
Murmur'd in her ivory ear : 
" Lovely lady, have a care ! 
Words are more than idle air ; 
Smiles can surer wound or heal 
Than the stars, whose light they steal. 
She whose power is undenied 
Should have pity with her pride, 

12 
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Should remember, while her frown 
Clouds the hope she may not crown, 
Rarest skill and subtlest art 
Cannot mend the broken heartT' 
So, fair Bpirit, wave thy wing, 
And thy warning softly sing ! 



NO! 

If the dew have fed the flower. 
Shall she therefore, from that hour. 
Live on nothing else but dew ? 
Ask no more, from dawn of day — 
Never heed the sunny ray, 
Though it come, a glittering fay, 

To her bower ? 
Though upon her soul it play, 
Must she coldly turn away, 
And refuse the life it brings, 
Burning in its golden wings — 
Meekly lingering in the night. 

To herself untrue ? 



Though the hamming-bird have stole, 
Floating on his plumes of glory, 
Softly to her glowing soul, 
Telling his impasaion'd story — 
If the soaring lark she capture, 
In diyiner love and rapture, 
Pouring music wild and clear, 

Bound her till she thrills to hear — - 
Shall she shut her spirit's ear ? 
Shall the lesson wasted be 
Of that heayenly harmony ? 
No ! by all the inner bloom. 
That the sunbeam may illume, 
But that else the stealing chill 
Of the early dawn might kill : 
No ! by all the leaves of beauty, 
Leaves that, in their vestal duty, 
Guard the shrined and rosy light 
Hidden in her " heart of heart," 
Till that music bids them part : 
No ! by all the perfume rare, 
Delicate as a fairy's sigh. 
Shut within and wasting there. 
That would else enchant the air — 
Incense that must soar or die ! 
That divine, pure soul of flowers, 
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Captive held, that pines to fly. 
Asking for unfading bowers, 
Learning from the bird and ray 
All the lore they bring away 
From the skies in love and play. 
Where they linger every mom, 
Till to this sad world of ours 
Day in golden pomp is borne — 
By that soul, which else might glow 
An immortal flower : No ! 



ONE RADIANT EVE. 

One radiant eve, in rosy June, 
I lent my love a lute to tune, 
A lute whose chords had still denied 
Their timid tones to all beside. 

At first with softest, tenderest care. 
He touch*d the strings, in rapture rare. 
And woke the soul of music there ! 
Until it leam'd to love so well 
His wondrous, wizard, master-spell, 
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If he bat smiled, its chords of 6ro 
Would wildly play like iletnnon's lyre. 
But soon he wearied of the toy 
That once he presa'd in pride and joy ; 
He swept with heedless hand the lute, 
Or let it languish, lone and mute, 
Until at last, one wintry day. 
In reckless and disdainful piny, 
With touch so rude he strain 'd a string, 
It broke ! — und music's soul took wing '. 
While he, for whom it, breaking, sigh'd, 
Threw by the toy in carelese pride. 
And now my hours a blank must be, 
For oh ! that lute was life to me ! 
Ah ! lutes and hearts are fragile things ! 
And only Love should tune the strings. 



i 
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CALUMNY. 

A WHISPER woke the air, 
A soft, light tone, and low, 
Yet barb'd with shame and woe. 

Ah ! might it only perish there. 
Nor farther go ! 

But no ! a quick and eager ear 

Caught up the little, meaning sound ; 
Another voice has breathed it clear ; 

And so it wander' d round 
From ear to lip, from lip to ear, 
Until it reached a gentle heart 
That throbb'd from all the world apart. 
And that — it broke ! 

It was the only heart it found — 
The only heart 'twas meant to find, 

When first its accents woke. 
It reached that gentle heart at last. 

And that — ^it broke ! 
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Low as it Beem'd to other ears. 
It came a thunder-crash to her9 — 
That fragile girl, so fair and gay. 
*TiB said, a lovely humming-bird, 
That dreaming in a lily lay, 
Was kill'd but by the gun's rq^ari 
Some idle boy had fired in sport ; 
So exquisitely frail its frume, 
The very souiul a death-blow came : 
And thus her heart — unused to shame-^ 
Shrined in it$ lily too-» 
(For who the maid that knew. 
But own*d the delicate, flower-like grace 
Of her young form and face ?) 
Her light and happy heart, that beat 
With love and hope so fast and sweet, 
When first that cruel word it heard, 
It flutter'd like a frighten'd bird- 
Then shut its wings and sigh*d, 
And with a silent shudder died I 
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TO S. S. OSGOOD. 

SUaOESTBD BT All U1IFI1II8HBD PIOTUKl. 

Forgive my weaker spirit, if it sigh 

To see thee— careless of what others call 

Renown — toil on with rapt, thrill'd heart and eye, 
Thy very life to thy loved task in thrall ! — 

I sigh, while calmly silent thou dost smile. 

Kindling the canvas with thy soul the while ! 
Yet oh ! believe the sigh is worthy thee : 
It is not breathed because thou bend'st no knee 

For praise or gold ; — because thy pride would shame 
To bribe the hireling critic's supple pen. 

That moves obedient to its master's chains ; 

Because thy soul, serene in power, disdains 
The common meed that genius earns of men. 

No — the lone eagle sunward soars for glory, 

Above the rainbow's evanescent story ; 

And f Aoi£, my gifted one! I know thy name 

The great and true shall keep. Thou shalt not stoop 
to Fame ! 
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THE FLOWERS AND GEMS OF GENIUS. 

Ik the sun-tinted airj bow, 

That lightens throngh the gloom, 
niomining yon clouded heayen 

With beauty, joy, and bloom. 
We cannot trace a glimpse of all 

Those tears, through which the storm 
Entwined with grace and purity 

Its light-evolying form. 

The flowers that wreathe the robe of Spring, 

And bless with sweets the air. 
The gems that change their sparkling hues 

In Beauty's braided hair. 
Tell never of the secret toil 

With which, in silent gloom. 
Great Nature wrought, in earth's deep heart. 

Their splendour and perfume. 

Ah ! thus the child of Genius pours. 
In solitude and tears. 
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On one poor fleeting page, the lights 

The love of long, long years ; 
And the gay world receives the ray 

Without a thought of all 
The clouds of fear and grief, through which 

Its prism'd glories fall ! 

Nor cares to know how long, how wild, 

The task that Feeling learns. 
Ere it reveal, to all, the thought 

With which it inly burns ; 
The thought that, like a lily, bends 

Its incense to the skies. 
While its deep hidden root is nursed 

With showers from Passion's eyes. 



FORGIVE AND FORGET, 

" FoRQiVE — ^forget ! I own the wrong !'* 
You fondly sigh'd when last I met you ; 
The task is neither hard nor long — 
I do forgive — I tvill forget you ! 
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A FAREWELL TO A HAPPY DAY. 

GooihBYE, good-bye, thou graciooB, golden daj : 
Through luminoiiB tesrs thou smilest, far awaj 
In the bine heayen, thy sweet farewell to me, 
And I, through my tears, gate and smile with thee. 

I see the last faint, glowing amber gleam 
Of thy rich pinion, like a lovely dream, 
Whose floating glory melts within the sky. 
And now thou'rt pass'd for ever from mine eye ! 

Were we not friends — ^best friends — ^my cherish'd day ? 
Did I not treasure every eloquent ray 
I Of golden light and love thou gavest me T 

And have I not been true — ^most true to thee ? 

And thou — thou cam^st like a joyous bird, 
MThose sacred wings by heaven's own air were stirr'd, 
And lowly sang me all the happy time 
Dear, soothing stories of that blissful clime ! 
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And more, oh ! more than this, there cmme with thee. 
From heaven, a stranger, rare and bright to me^ 
A new, sweet joy — a smiling angel gnesi, 
That softly ask*d a home within my breast. 

For talking sadly with my soul alone, 
I heard far oflf and faint a music tone : 
It 8eem*d a spirit's call — so soft it stole 
On fairy wings into my waiting soul. 



I knew it summon'd me to something sweet. 
And 80 I followed it with faltering feet — 
And found — what I had pray*d for with wild 
A rest, that soothed the lingering grief of y 



So for that deep, perpetual joy, my day ! 

And for all lovely things that cmme to play 

In thy glad smile — the pore and pleading flowers 

That crown*d with their frail bloom thy fljiag homn : 

The sunlit clouds — the pleasant air that play'd 
Its low lute-mosic mid the leafy shade— 
And, dearer far, the tenderness thai taqghl 
My soul a new and richer thrill of thought : 



I 
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THA.VK GOD, I QLORY IN THY LOVE. 

For thoBC — for all — bear tliou to beaven for me 
The grateful thanks with which I mission thee I 
Then should thy sisters, wasted, wrong'd, upbraid, 
Speak thou for me — for thou wert not betrajr'd ! 

'Twas little, true, I could to thee impart — 

I, with mj simple, frail, and wayward heart ; 

But that I strove the diamond sauds to light, 

In Life's rich hour-glass, with Love's rainbow flight : 

And that one generous spirit owed to me 

A moment of exulting oestasy ; 

And that I won o'er wrong a queenly sway — 

For this, thou'lt smile for me in heaven, my Day I 



I 



THANK GOD, I GLORY IN THY LOVE ! 

Thank God, I glory in thy love, and mine ! 

And if they win a warm blush to my cheek. 
It is not shame — it is a Joy divine, 

That only there its wild bright life may speak. 
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From that most sacred and ecstatic hour, 

When, soul to soul, with blissful thrill we met, 

My love became a passion, and a power, 

Too proud, too high, for shame or for regret* 

Come to me, dearest, noblest ! — ^lean thy head. 
Thy gracious head, once more upon my breast; 

I will not shrink nor tremble, but, instead, 
Exulting, soothe thee into perfect rest./ 

I know thy nature, fervent, fond, yet strong. 
That holds o'er passion an imperial sway ; 

I know thy proud, pure heart, that would not wrong 
The frailest life that flutters in thy way ; 

And I, who love and trust thee, shall not / 
Be safe and sacred on that generous heart ? 

Albeit, with wild and unavailing sigh. 

Less firm than thou, I grieve that we should part ! 

Ah ! let thy voice, in dear and low replies, 

Chide the faint doubt I sooner Bay than think; 

Come to me, darling ! — ^from those earnest eyes 
The immortal life of love I fain would drink ! 
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HAD WE BUT MET. 

Had we but met in life's delicious springs 
When young romance made Eden of the world ; 

When bird-like Hope was ever on the wing, 

(In iJiy dear breast how soon had it been furl'd !) 

Had we but met when both our hearts were beating 
With the wild joy — the guileless love of youth — 

Thou a proud boy — with frank and ardent greeting — 
And I, a timid girl, aU trust and truth ! 

Ere yet my pulse's light, elastic play 

Had leam'd the weary weight of grief to know. 

Ere from these eyes had pass'd the morning ray. 
And from my cheek the early rose's glow ; 

Had we but met in life's delicious spring. 
Ere wrong and falsehood taught me doubt and fear, 

Ere hope came back with worn and wounded wing, 
To die upon the heart she could not cheer ; 
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Ere I love's precious pearl had vainly lavished, 
Fledging an idol deaf to mj despair ; 

Ere one by one the buds and blooms were ravish'd 
From life's rich garland by the clasp of Care. 



Ah ! had we then but met ! — I dare not listen 
To the wild whispers of my fancy now ! 

My full heart beats — ^my sad, droop'd lashes glisten — 
I hear the music of thy boyhood's vow ! 



I see thy dark eyes lustrous with love's meaning, 
I feel thy dear hand softly clasp mine own — 

Thy noble form is fondly o'er me leaning — 

Love's radiant morn — but ah ! the dream has flown ! 



How had I pour'd this passionate heart's devotion 
In voiceless rapture on thy manly breast ! 

How had I hush'd each sorrowful emotion, 
LuU'd by thy love to sweet, untroubled rest ! 



How had I knelt hour after hour beside thee, 
When from thy lips the rare, scholastic lore 

Fell on the soul that all but deified thee, 

While at each pause, I, childlike, pray'd for more. 
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How had I watch'd the shadow of each feeling 
That moved thy soul ghince o'er that radiant face. 
Taming my wild heart" to that dear revealing^ 
And glorying in thy genina and thy grace ! 
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Then hadst thou loved me with a love abiding, 
And I had now been less unworthy thee. 

For I was generous, guileless, and confiding, 
A frank enthusiast — ^buoyant, fresh, and free. / 



But notif, — ^my loftiest aspirations perish'd, 
My holiest hopes a jest for lips profane, 

The tenderest yearnings of my soul uncherish'd, 
A soul-worn slave in Custom's iron chain, — 



Checked by those ties that make my lightest sigh. 
My faintest blush, at thought of thee, a crime — 

How must I still my heart, and school my eye. 
And count in vain the slow dull steps of Time. 



Wilt thou come back ? Ah ! what avails to ask thee, 
Since honour, faith, forbid thee to return ? 

Yet to forgetfulness I dare not task thee. 
Lest thou too soon that taty lemian learn ! 
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Ah ! come not back, love ! even through Memory's ear 
Thy tone's melodious murmur thrills my heart — 

Gome not with that fond smile, so frank, so dear ; 
While yet we may, let us for ever part ! 



THE FOLDED FLOWER. 

Ah ! let our love be still tk folded flower, 
A pure, moss rose-bud, blushing to be seen, 

Hoarding its balm and beauty for that hour 
When souls may meet without the clay between. 

Let not a breath of passion dare to blow 
Its tender, timid, clinging leaves apart ; 

Let not the sunbeam, with too ardent glow, 
Profane the dewy freshness at its heart ! 

Ah ! keep it folded like a sacred thing ; 

With tears and smiles its bloom and fragrance nurse ; 
Still let the modest veil around it cling. 

Nor with rude touch its pleading sweetness curse. 
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Be thoa oontent, as I, to kmnffj not te^. 

The glowing life, the treasured wealth within — 

To feel our spirit-flower still fresh and fi^e. 
And guard its blush, its smile, from shame and sin ! 

Ah ! keep it holy ! once the veil withdrawn — 
Once the rose blooms — ^its balmy $aul will fly 

As fled of old in sadness, yet in scorn, 
The awaken'd god from Psyche's daring eye ! 



120 POEMS. 



BELIEVE ME, 'TIS NO PANG. 

Belibve me, 'tis no pang of jealous pride 
That brings these tears I know not how to hide ; 
I only grieve because — ^because — I see 
Thou find'st not all thj heart demands in me. 



I only grieve, that others who care less 
For thy dear love, thy lightest wish may bless ; 
That while to them thou'rt nothing — all to me, 
They may a moment minister to thee ! 



Ah ! if a fairy's magic might were mine, 
I'd joy to change with each new wish of thine ; 
Nothing to all the world beside I'd be, 
And every thing thou lov'st, in turn to thee ! 



Pliant as clouds, that haunt the sun-god still, 
I'd catch each ray of thy prismatic will ; 
I'd be a flower — a wild, sweet flower I'd be. 
And sigh my very life away for thee. 
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rd be a gem, and drink light from the son, 
To glad thee with, if gems thy fancy won ;. 
Were birds thy joy, I'd light with docile glee 
Upon thy hand and shut my wings for thee ! 



Could a wild wave thy glance of pleasure meet, 
I'd lay my crown of spray-pearls at thy feet ; 
Or could a star delight thy heart, I'd be 
The happiest star that ever look'd on thee ! 



If music lured thy spirit, I would take 
A tune's aerial beauty for thy sake. 
And float into thy soul, so I could see 
How to become all melody to thee. 



The weed, that by the garden blossom grows. 
Would, if it could, be glorious as the rose ; 
It tries to bloom — its soul to light aspires ; 
The love of beauty every fibre fires : 



And / — no luminous cloud floats by above, 
But wins at once my envy and my love. 
So passionately wild this thirst in me. 
To be all beauty and all grace to thee ! 



Alas ! I am but woman, fond and weak, 
Without even power my proud, pure love to speak, 
But oh ! bj all I fail in, love not me 
For what I am — but what I wish to be. 



" WE PART FOR EVER !" 

" We part for ever !** Silent be our parting ; 
Let not a word its sacred grief profane ! 
Heart press'd to heart — with not a tear upstarting, 
An age of anguish in that moment's pain ! 



'Tis just and right. It is our " crown of sorrow : 
Bravely we'll meet it as becomes our love — 

A love so strong, so pure, it well may borrow 
Bright wings to waft it to the joy above. 
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We part for ever !— o'er my soul in sadness. 
No more the music of thy voice shall glide 

Low with deep feeling — till a passionate gladness 
Thrill'd to each tone and in wild tears replied. 
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No mare thy light caressing touch shall calm me, 
With its dear magic on my lifted brow ; 

No more thy pen of fire shall pour to charm me, 
The poet^pasaion of thy fervent tow ! 

We part for ever ! Proud shall be the story 
Of hearts that hid affection fond as ours ; 

The joy that veil'd the universe in glory 
Fades with thy presence from her skies and flowers. 



The soul that answer'd, like the sun-touch'd lyre, 
To thy dear smile — ^to every tone of thine, 

Henceforth is hush'd, with all its faith — its fire. 
Till thou rewaken it in realms divine ? 



We part for ever ! Ah ! this world's for ever — 
What is its fleetness unto hearts so strong ? 

Here in our wordless agony we sever ; 
There we shall meet where love will be no wrong. 



^^ In Paradise !*' Dost thou e'er dream as I, love, 
Of that sweet life when all the truth — the grace-* 
All the soft melodies in our souls that sigh, love, 
Shall make the light and beauty of the place ? 
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We meet for ever ! Tenderly lamenting 
The wild, dear weakness of our earthly day, 

Beneath the passionate tears of that repenting, 

What luminous flowers shall spring to bless our way ! 

And for all tuneful tones, our love revealing, 
Some bird or rill shall wake in sweet reply ; 

And every sigh of pity or of feeling 

Shall call a cloud of rose light from the sky. 

To thy rare, gorgeous fantasies responding, 
Rich palaces mid wondrous scenes shall rise ; 

To thy proud harp's impassioned tones resounding. 
The minstrel-wind shall play its wild replies. 

Visions of unimagined grace and splendour, 
For ever changing round thy rapturous way. 

Now beauteous sculpture bathed in moonlight tender. 
Now radiant paintings to thy wish shall play. 

But I will speak a fair bower into being, 
With tender, timid, wistful words and low, 

And tune my soul, until, with heaven agreeing, 
It chords with music to which blossoms grow. 



WE PART FOR EVER. 125 



And they, the flowers, and I will pray together. 
While then, for ^^ Love's sweet sake," shalt join the 
prayer, 

Iffl all sweet infinenoes of balmy weather 
And lovely scenery make ns good and 



And ever to onr purer aspirations 

A lovelier light and bloom the flowers shall take ; 
With rarer grace shall glow our soul's creations, 

With mellower music every echo wake. 

'' We meet in Paradise !" To hallow'd duty, 
Here with a loyal, an heroic heart, 
Bind we our lives — ^that so divinest beauty 

May bless that heaven where naught our souls can part. 



l3 
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FAREWELL. 

We parted. Cold and worldly eyes 

Upon that parting fell, 
And bravely we kept back our sighs. 

And calmly said, Farewell. 

But there are looks we learn'd of Love, 

That only Love can read, 
And like the flash from cloud to cloud, 

From heart to heart they speed. 

Yes ! in one eloquent glance thy soul, 

On wings of light, to mine 
Li wild and passionate sorrow stole, 

And whisper'd words divine. 

Heaven's blessing on that royal heart. 
That thus could lavish feeling ! 

Twas almost sweet, though sad, to part. 
Our silent love revealing. 
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ALONE. 
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Oncb more alone— and desolate now for erer. 
In truth, the heart whose home was once in thine ; 

Once more alone on Life's terrific riyer. 
All human help exulting I resign. 

Alone I brare the tempest and the terror, 

Alone I guide my being's fragile bark, 
And bless the Past with all its grief and error, 

Since heaven still bends above my pathway dark. 

At last, I taste the joy of self-reliance ; 

At last I reverence, calmly, my own soul ; 
At last, I glory in serene defiance 

Of all the wrong that would my fate control. 

Elastic bounds above the waves of sorrow 

The bark, wo's lightest breath could once overwhelm ; 
It turns triumphant to the radiant morrow — 

Faith at the mast and Courage at the helm. 
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Away ! away ! its pure sail softly swelling 

With the glad gale, that springs to speed its flight, 

The beauteous sunset of the Past foretelling 
How rich shall be the Future's morning light. 

Too long it trusted Love, the treacherous pilot, 
Who, lingering, lured it toward the whirlpool wild, 

And, idly moor'd to many a flowery islet. 
Forgot the glorious shore afar that smiled. 

But now untrammelled, buoyant as a bird. 
Without one coward fear, one poor regret. 

By heaven's melodious breath to rapture stirr'd, 
It springs, inspired, with all its white sails set. 

And rosy bowers may woo it from its duty. 
Where Joy supine sits weaving garlands frail, 

And other barks, freighted with love and beauty. 
May tempt, — but it glides onward with the gale. 

True to its destined port, through storm and shine, 
Though sails be rent and waves in fury rise, 

Its beacon light a burning hope divine, 

For ever bright, though tempests sweep the skies ! 
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TO SLEEP. 

Comb to me, angel of the weary-hearted: 
Since thej, my loved ones, breathed npon by thee^ 

Unto thy realms unreal have departed, 

I, too, may rest— even I : ah ! haste to me. 

I dare not bid thy darker, colder brother 
With his more welcome offering appear. 

For those sweet lips, at morn, will murmur, " Mother," 
And who shall soothe them if I be not near ? 

Bring me no dream, dear Sleep, though visions glowing 
With hues of heaven thy wand enchanted shows ; 

I ask no glorious boon of thy bestowing. 
Save that most true, most beautiful — ^repose. 

I have no heart to rove in realms of Faery — 

To follow Fancy at her elfin call ; 
I am too wretched — too soul- worn and weary ; 

Give me but rest, for rest to me is all. 
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Paint not the future to my fainting spirit, 

Though it were starred with glory like the skies ; 

There is no gift immortals may inherit 

That could rekindle hope in these cold eyes. 

And for the Pa«t — ^the fearful Past — ah ! never 
Be memory's downcast gaze unveil'd by thee : 

Would thou couldst bring oblivion for ever 
Of all that is, that has been, and will be ! 



A WEED. 

When from our northern woods pale summer, flying, 
Breathes her last fragrant sigh — ^her low farewell — 

While her sad wild-flowers* dewy eyes, in dying. 
Plead for her stay, in every nook and dell, 

A heart, that loved too tenderly and truly, 

Will break at last ; and in some dim, sweet shade, 

They'll smooth the sod o'er her you prized unduly, 
And leave her to the rest for which she pray'd. 



Ah ! trustfully, not mournfully, they'll leave her, 
AsDurtil tlmt ilei-p repose is wclcoracJ well ; 

The pure, glad breeze cnn whi«per naught to grieve her, 
The brook's low voice ho wrongful tale can tell. 

They'll hiiie her where no false one's foolstep, stealing. 
Can mar the chastcn'd meekness of her sleep ; 

Only to Love and Grief her grave revealing, 

And they will hmh their chiding tktn — to weep ! 

And some — for though too ott she err'd, too blindly — 
She was beloved — how fondly and how well '. 

Some few, with faltering feet, will linger kindly, 
And plant dear flowers within that silent dell. 

I know whose fragile hand will bring the bloom 
Best loved by both — the violet — to that bower ; 

And one will bid white lilies bless the gloom ; 
And one, percbanco, will plant the passion-flower ! 

Then do thou come, when all the rest have parted — 
Thou, who alone dost know her soul's deep gloom — 

And wreathe above the lost, the broken-hearted, 
Some idle weed, that knew not hom to bloom. 




TO 



Ton would make hearts your stepping-stones to power. 
And trample on them in your triumph-hour ; 
But mine was formed for nobler fate than this, 
It knows the treachery of your Judas-kiss. 

You talk of " lofty feelings, pure and high — 
Too pure, alas !'* and then you gently sigh ; 
You mourn the trials which a soul like yours — 
So true — amid the meaner herd endures. 

You say 'tis sad, but yet you would not part, 
For worlds, with that proud dignity of heart ! 
Now never breathed in woman's breast, I ween, 
So poor a spirit, 'neath so bold a mien. 

IVe learn'd you well — too well : your serpent-smile 
Is fond and fair; but cannot ^'me beguile." 
I've seen it call'd, and on your soft lip worn. 
To win a heart those lips had laugh'd to scorn. 



I've beard that yoice — 'tia very sweet, I own, 
Almost loo mueh of softness in its tone ; 
I'vo hoard its tender modulations tried 
On one you'd just been slandering — aside. 

I've seen you welcome, with tliat fond embnfic^ 
A friend who trusted in jour frank, bright face ; 
And wUle her parting steps the threshold press'd, 
Her love, her looks, her manners torn'd to jest. 

Yott triumph in the aoble trick you've found, 
Of winning love and trust from all aronnd ; 
While cold and rcckleafl, with a sneer at heart, 
You plead, manceuvre, bind with Circe art. 



But, day by day, the fiimey veil grows thin, 
And clearer shows the worthless waste within ; 
And one by one, th' idolaters resign 
The wavering flame of their Parhelion's sbrioc. 
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OH ! BEAUTIFUL ART THOU. 

Oh ! beautiful art thou as glowing Morn, 
When, from her dewy, rose-wreathed, orient bower, 

She flings to every cloud beside her borne. 
To warm its heart of snow, a blushing flower. 

And thou art graceful as the jasmine spray. 

Waved to Eolian melody in air ; 
And free and joyous as a rivulet's play. 

And true as Truth, and pure as holy prayer. 

I've wreathed with heart-flowers many a beauty's shrine, 
And pour'd, in song, the soul of passion there ; 

But oh ! that melody and bloom divine 

Were worse than wasted on the false as fair ! 

To thee — ^to thee — ^with pilgrim heart I turn ; 

For thee my lute I fondly tune again ; 
Of thee love's sweet and glowing lore I'll learn ; 

Thy starlight smiles shall be his beaming chain I 
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NEW ENGLAND* 

Ah, yes ! in tbe mist, whose soft aplendour 
Is shed like a smile o'er the scene, 

So rich, yet so meltingly tender, 
So radiant, jet bo sereae, — 

In the unre vr Teiling tbe mooatsin. 

Far off, with its own robe of light, 
111 the gleam and the foum of the fountain, 
In the foliage so gorgeously bright, — 

I ace a wild beauty belonging 

To one sunny region itlone — 
New England, beloved New England! 

The soul-waking scene ia thine own ! 

And gazing entranced on the picture, 
Mine eyea are with tears running o'er ; 
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For my heart has flown home to those mountains. 
And I am an exile no more ! 



Again through the woodlands I wander, 
Where autumn trees, loftj and bold, 

Are stealing from bright clouds above them 
Their wealth of deep crimson and gold. 



Where Nature is scepter'd and crown'd. 
As a queen in her worshipping land ; 

While her rock-pillar'd palaces round 
All matchless in majesty stand ! 



Where the star of her forest dominions. 
The humming-bird, darts to its food. 

Like a gem or a blossom on pinions. 
Whose glory illumines the wood. 



Where her loftiest, loveliest flower,* 
Pours forth its impassioned perfume ; 

And her torrents, all regal in power, 

Are wreathed with the sun-circle's bloom. 




NBW BNOIiAHD. 

Wterff, on cIoud-pillowB Boft but resplendent, 

Oar duy-spirit 6oata to bU rest ; 
And the moon, like a pure jewel-pendent, 

la Long on uigbt's love-breatbing breast. 

Nov England ! belovdd New England I 
I breathe thy rich air as of jore ; 

For my heart is at home in those mountains, 
And I am an exile no more ! 

Tet not for thy beauty or glory, 
Though lofty and lovely thou art, 

And not for thy proud haunts of story. 
These tears of deep tenderness start ; — 

There's a home in the heart of Now England, 
Where once I was fondly caress'd ! 

Where strangers ne'er look'd on me coldly, 
And care never came to my breast ! 

Though warm hearts have cKerish'd the exile 

In moments of sorrow and pain, 
There's a homo in the heart of Now England,- 

Oh ! when shall I see it agun ! 
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NEW ENGLAND'S MOUNTAIN-CHILD. 

Whbbb foams the fall — a tameless storm — 
Through Nature's wild and rich arcade^ 

Which forest-trees entwining form, 
There trips the Mountain-maid ! 

She binds not her luxuriant hair 
With dazzling gem or costly plume, 

But gayly wreathes a rose-bud there, 
To match her maiden-bloom. 

She clasps no golden zone of pride 
Her fair and simple robe around ; 

By flowing riband, lightly tied, 
Its graceful folds are bound. 

And thus attired, — a sportive thing, 

Pure, loving, guileless, bright, and wild, — 

Proud Fashion ! match me, in your ring, 
New England's Mountain-child ! 



NEW ENGLAND'S MOHNTAIK-OUILD. 

She scorns to sell her riuti, narm heart, 
For psltry gold, or haughty rank ; 

But gives her lovo, untaught by art, 
Confiding, free, and frank I 

And once bestow 'd, no fortune-ch&nge 
That high aud generous faith can alter; 

Through grief and pain — too pure to range — 
She wiU not fly or falter. 

Her foot will bound as light and free 

Id lowly hut aa palace-hall ; 
Her sunny smile as warm will be, — 

For Love to her is «U ! 

Hast seen where in our woodland-gloom 
The rich magnolia proudly smiled ? — 

So brightly doth she bud and bloom, 
New England's Mouotaio-child I 
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THE EXILE'S LAMENT. 

I AM not happy here, mother ! 

I pine to go to you ; 
I weary for your voice and smile, 

Your love — the foud and true ! 

My English home is cold, mother, 

And dark and lonely too ! 
I never shall be happy here, — 

I pine to go to you ! 

Full many a simple melody 

I make of home and you ; 
But no one loves and sings the song 

As Lizzie used to do ! 

I've friends, who kindly welcome give, 
And whom I'll ne'er forget ; 

But they love others more than me, 
And I am not their pet ! 



THE EXILE'S LAMENT. 



• 



Ib at my lattice laughs the bud, 
And plays about my feet ; 

I'd welcome it if jou were here 
Its summer warmth to greet ! 



The sky ne'er aeema so blue, mother, — 

So balmy aoft the air ! 
And oh ! the Bowers are not so pore 

As those I used to wear ! 

My baby Ellen gayly plays, 

But none are here to note, 
With partial praise, her winning ways, 

Or uatch the gems that float — 

The gema of thought that sparkle o'er 
Her mind's unlroiihlcil sen ; 

Then vanish in its depths before 
We well know what they be ! 



How oft, when lovelier than their wont 
Her checks' pure roses glow, 

And fairer 'neath the sunlit hair 
Her vciudd temples show, 
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I want it watch'd by other eye, 
That face — so bright to me ; 

And sigh, " If mother now were by !-^ 
If Lizzie could but see!" 

Oh ! my English home is cold, mother, 

And dark and lonely too ; 
I never shall be happy here, — 

I pine to go to you ! 

I will not call it "home,** mother, 
From those I love so far !-^ 

That only can be home to me. 
Where you and Lizzie are. 



PARTING WITH A POBTBAIT. 



ON PARTING FOR A TIME WITH AN 
INFANT'S PORTRAIT. 

Fair image of my fairer child ! 

Full many a moment's weary vo 
By those blue eyes has been beguiled ! 

How can I let my idol go ? 

For when my living treasure sleeps, 

And hides her bashful glance of glee, 
Thy cherub face unchanging keeps 
Its precious bloom and amiles for me ! 

There still I see the floasy hair 

That bathes with light her glowing face ; 

Tier dimpled haada so round and fair, 
Her fragile form, her childish grace 1 

Yet go ! and with those earnest eyes, 

O'ershadow'd by tliy silken curl, 
Gaze smiling into stranger- hearts, 

And bid them blesa my fairy girl ! 
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FANNY'S FIRST SMILE. 

It came to my heart — ^like the first gleam of morning, 
To one who has watch'd through a long, dreary night — 

It flew to my heart — without prelude or warning — 
And waken'd at once there a wordless delight. 

That sweet pleading mouth, and those eyes of deep azure, 
That gazed into mine so imploringly sad. 

How faint o'er them floated the light of that pleasure. 
Like sunshine o'er flowers, that the night-mist has clad ! 

Until that golden moment, her soft, fairy features 
Had seem'd like a suffering seraph's to me — 

A stray child of heaven's, amid earth's coarser creatures. 
Looking back for her lost home, that still she could see ! 

But now, in that first smile, resigning the vision^ 
The soul of my loved one replies to mine own : 

Thank God for that moment of sweet recognition, 
That over my heart like the morning light shone ! 



ELLEN LEARSINQ TO WALK. 



ELLEN LEARNING TO WALK. 

My beautiful trembler I how wildly she shrinka ! 

And bow wistful sbe looks while tihc lingers ! 
Papa is extremely uncivil, she tbinkfl, — 

She but pleaded for one of his fingers ! 

What eloquent pleading I the band reaching oat, 

As if doubting so strange a refusal ; 
While her blue eyes say plainly, " Whut is he ubout 
Tbat be dwa not assist nic as usual ?" 

Come on, my pet Ellen ! we won't let you slip, — 
Unclasp those soft arms from his knee, love ; 

I see a faint smile round that exquisite lip, 
A smile half reproach and half glee, love. 

So ! that's my brave buby ! one foot falters forward, 

Half doubtful the other steals by it! 
AVhat, shrinkinj; again ! why, you shy little coward I 

'Twon't kill you to walk a bit I — try it ! 
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There ! steady, my darling ! huzza ! I have caught her ! 

I clasp her, caress'd and caressing ! 
And she hides her bright face, as if what we had taught her 

Were something to blush for — the blessing ! 

Now back again ! Bravo ! that shout of delight, 
How it thrills to the hearts that adore her ! 

Joy, joy for her mother ! and blest be the night 
When her little light feet first upbore her ! 



CONTENTMENT. 

" I WISH I had yon golden star, 
I'd wreathe it in my hair ; 
Look, sister, how it shines afar ! 
'Tis like a jewel rare !'' 

^^ Tes, love ; but see ! you might have had 
A treasure far more sweet ; 
In gazing on that «tor, you've crushed 
The Heart* 9-ea9e at your feet !" 



"WEARY OF Your U7 



"WEARY OF Your 

" Weary of you !" I should weary as soon 
Of a fountain, playing its low lute-tune, 
With its mellow contralto lapsing in, 
Like a message of love through this worldly din ! 

" Weary of you !" 
I could tire as well of a graceful flower^ 
Breathing beside me hour by hour, 
With its perfumed sighs and its delicate bloom. 
Hushfully hallowing all the room ! 

"Weary of you/" 
If a dove at my couch should softly light, 
And fold its wings like the fall of night. 
And arch its throat, with its tranquil coo. 
Till the sunbeam touched its purple hue, 
And play*d on each exquisite fairy plume, 
Till it glisten*d and glowM like an amethyst's bloom ; 
I should weary of any thing, fair and true — 
Of moonlight and music — as soon as of you ! 
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THE STARLIGHT AND MUSIC OF HOMR 

Nat, lure me not again witliin the glare 
Of the world-life, that gladly I forego ; 

Not mine the soul that seeks its solace there. 
In merrier hours I shrank from all its show. 

And noWy when worn and weary with the strife 
That every true and earnest heart must meet, 

I have no strength to turn from this still life 
And brave the bustle of saloon or street. 



Let those — ^the gay, the young — ^who only see 
Its radiant roses, not the snake below — 

Who hear no discord in the music's glee, 
Nor dream of danger — ^through its mazes go. 

They will be lulFd awhile, and wake like me 

From the sweet trust — the unquestioning delight, 

The fearless, childlike faith — to feel, to see 
How more than mockery is that pageant bright. 
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I hare a dearer melody to listen, 

Where no false note can mar the mosic tide ; 
A starry gleam around my way doth glisten, 

For childhood's voice and smile are by my side. 



At eve, when in the hosh'd and hallow'd room, 
Hallow'd by love and faith, our circle sits, 

When from the hearth comes glory through the gloom, 
A fair child-angel round us softly flits. 



Mute like a vision, save when shade of sorrow 
Saddens the face she loves — ^then stealing near, 

She kisses— murmuring of a happier morrow— 
From brow and heart the shadow and the fear. 



\ And on my bosom nestling, clings to bless me, 

A rosy, radiant darling, with dark eyes, 
And voice whose every cadence doth caress me, 
And smile that gladdens like a clear sunrise. 



And if I miss the dear face of another. 
The fairyest shape that ever lit below. 

Who, ere her sweet lips leam'd to murmur mother, 
Died like a dream of loveliness and wo, — 
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And if I weep — their little arms are winding 
Around me, while in whispers low with love 

They talk of heaven and its new angel, finding 
All lovely flowers to light her path above. 

And so, I would not change, for all the glare 
Of the world-life, its pomp and sound and show, 

One ray of those pure smiles my dear ones wear^ 
One tone of their true voices, soft and low. 



TO MY MOTHER. 

Sweet mother ! you fear while no longer you guide me. 
The Past will be lost in the Present's gay show ; 

But ah ! whether joy or misfortune betide me, 
I love you too dearly, t/aur love to forego ! 

I would not, for all that the Future can bring me, 
Forget the dear hours wheu I sat at your feet, 

The song, that was sure of approval, to sing thee. 
The look, that was always so loving, to meet. 



TO HT HOIHSa. 151 

When I fleir to your smile with each joyous emotion, 
But hid from your heart every sorrow I knew ; 

Oh ! wayward perhaps was my chiJdish devotion, 
Bat it ne'er for a moment was cold or untrue. 

And still, when the chill wing of wo darkens o'er me, 
I am grateful its shadow extends not to thee ; 

While if praise thrill my heart or if joy smile before me, 
I sigh, *' Could ahe know it, how glad ahe would be \" 

Sweet mother ! too fondly your darling you cheriah'd. 

For me to forget yon, wherever I go ; — 
Ah no ! not till memory's power has perish'd ; 

I love you too dearly to turn from you so I 
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TO A DEAR SISTER. 

*'I TOUCH tbif flower of filken It^t, which onoe oar childhood knew, 
Iti soft le»Te8 wonnd me with a grief whoee b«la«m never grew.** — 

In Memory's rich mosaic, 
Those hours are glowing still, 

When you and I went wandering 
By woodland rock and rill : 

Two merry, reckless children, 

That saw not in the air 
The future storm-clouds looming up. 

O'er all the azure there. 

If either found a king-cup, 
The sunbeam's laughing bride. 

Our El Dorado seem'd the flower — 
We sought no gold beside. 



But flowers we used to smile with, 
Now waken tears instead ; 

There's no such sunshine in us now 
As then that smiling fed. 



TO A DEAE 3I8TEB. 

The spring in our young spirits, 

Too early it took wing, 
And where were summer's radiant hours 

Should winter follow spring ? 

Alas ! I see thy dark eyes 
Fill fast with burning tears ; 

We both have buried folded buds, 
To bloom in other spheres. 

Aa melts the lovely snow-flake, 
As fades the rainbow's bloom, 

Ab dies the dearest melody, 
As flits the faint perfume : 

Those delicate dreams of being, 

Those fairy infants fell, 
Ere the angels, that had led them here. 

Had whisper'd their fnrewcll. 

And now for other sunshine 

And other bloom wo look, 
Than those our joyous childhood found 

Beside the woodland brook. 
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Ah ! let us bless the winter, 

Though dark, though cold it lowers, 
That leads where heaven's eternal spring 

Is breathing o*er our flowers ! 



TO A MAIDEN IN DOUBT * 

Silly maiden, weigh them not — 
Butterflies are earthly things ; 

Thou forget'st their lowly lot, 
Gazing on their glittering wings. 

Rather weigh thy taper pale. 
With the light by Luna given ; 

Will the heaven-ray turn the scale ? 
Will the earth-lamp rise to heaven ? 



Love,— ethereal, holy Love ! 

Buoyant, joyous, proud, and free, — 
Maiden, see ! he soars above 

Worldly Pride and Vanity. 

* On a picture of a Maiden with Scales, weighing LoTe with a Butterfly: 
the winged boy rises, and the motto beneath is, **LoTe is the lightest!" 
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TO A MAIDEN IN DODBT. 


13fi 






Rightly to its native eartti 








Sinks the gilded insect-fl; ; 








Love — of holier, heavenlier birth — 








Rises toward his home on high \ 






■ 


Maiden ! throv the scalea away, 

Never weigh poor Love a^in ; 
Let his pinions freely play, 




i 


' 


Bind him not with vaesul-chain. 

See ! he lifta hia wondering eye 
Half reproachfully to thee ; — 

Measured with a butterfly ! 
I'd take wing if I were he. 

If he must be proved and tried, 

Weigh him in thine own true heart, 

'Gainst a frowning world beside, — 
Wealth and rank with bow and dart t 

If be do not scorn the measure, 

Soaring high o'er them and thee,— 

Worth the world and worldly treasure, — 
Mark me ! Love outweighs the three ! 




I 
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TO MARY. 

I*VB watch'd you well, my sweet, new friend, 
(They wrong true Love who say he's blind,) 

And there's one fault I fain would mend — 
A fault of taste, I grieve to find. 

'Tis this : that you perversely choose 
Such gay attire to robe your graces^ 

That, dazzled by its glaring hues, 

We scarce see where your daintier face is. 

When Nature painted you, my pet. 
Her softest tints she fondly chose ; 

Ah, take her hint, and never let 
A rainbow glitter round a rose. 

In Quaker gray or simple white. 

Your modest loveliness array ; 
And sometimes, with an azure light, 

Let a soft riband o'er it play. 



Too oft yoTi braid amid your hair 
Tbe brilliaut Oowers of art profaoe ; 

Your cheek a. lovelier flower doth wear. 
That pales beneath their gaudier stain; 

And follomng fashion's wanton beclc, 
A thought too low your robe is folded; 

Ah, hide, for your heart's sake, your neck, 
Like Juno's own, to beauty moulded. 

Remember, sweet, the dearest roe*\ i j.I 

Blooms through the moss-veil clinging o'er it, 
All chary of its charms it glows. 

And all the more our hearts adore it ! 

I wore leas frank were you less fair ; 

Pure gems the lightest flaw betray ; 
The mote we miss in clouded air, 

Shows darkly in the sunbeam's way. 

See Nature I from her pulettc rare, 

With violet, azure, rope, or gold, 
How soft she tints the sky and air ! 

And BO forgive my counsel bold. 
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TO MRS. 0. 

Thbt told me Beauty, o'er thy face, 
Had breathed her rarest, richest spell, 

And lightly twined an airy grace 
In every curl that round it fell. 

We met — and 'neath the veil of light 
And bloom that beauty round thee flung, 

I found a charm of holier might, 

For Love had tuned thy heaven-taught tongue. 

'Tis said in Erin's sunny isle. 
That they who wear the shamrock leaf, 

A blessing bring where'er they smile. 
That lights and warms the wildest grief. 

Hast thotij within thy bosom, hid 

The charmed flower from Erin's shore, 

Which some fond fairy found amid 
Her blooming fields, and hither bore ? 
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TO AMELIA WELBY. 


159 


g 




Ah, no ! witliin those dark blue eyes, 




1 




Those graceful words, that winning smilo, 




■ 




A deeply sweet enchantment Ucb, 




■ 




Beyond the spell from Erin's Isle ! 




■ 
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' Thou dost not need the channdd flower. 




1 




Thou dost not need the fairy's art ; 
In feeling dwells thy magic power, 
"* The leaf of love is in thy heartl 

1 
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TO AMELIA WELBy. 




^ 




DARLiNa of all hearts that listen 








To your warble wild and true '. 








As a lovely sUr doth glisten 








In the far West — so do yon I 








Are you sure you are a mortal ? 








Or a Peri in disguise, 








Watching till the heavenly portal 








Lets you into Paradise t 
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Whiling all the weary hours 
With the songs you used to sing 

In those bright aerial bowers 

^Vhere the rainbow dips its wing ? 



Peri ! no ! — all woman-feelinq; 

Pleads in that impassion'd lay ; 
Yet 'tis woman proudly stealing 

Some fond angel's harp away. 

Mingling, with divine emotion 
Holy as a seraph's thought. 

Human love and warm devotion, 
Into rarest pathos wrought. 

Sweep again the silver chords ! 

Pour the soul of music there ! 
Write, for your heart's tune, the toorcUy' 

All our hearts will play the air ! 



TO SIBYL. 



rron Um pw) •hnphiril wl 



Yes! go to him — tby young heart Ml 

Of pusiooate romance, 
And be the fiat of thy fate 

His lordly word and glance ' 

Be thy Boul'a day, his careless smile ; 

Ilia frown, its clouded night ; 
Ilia voice, the music of thy life; 

His love, thy one delight ! 

Sit at his feet, and raise to his 
Those large, pare, dreaming eyes, 

And tell him all thy lovely thoughts 
As radiantly they rise. 
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Press to his hand that childish cheek, 
And stroke his stem dark face, 

And charm him with thy ways so meek, 
Th J glad, aerial grace ! 



Look for his coming with clasp'd hands 
And hush'd and listening heart, 

And strive to hide thy joyous tears 
With woman's bashful art. 



And in thy low Eolian tones. 

Melodiously wild, 
Falter thy fond, sweet welcome out, 

0, rare, enchanting child ! 



Then if he coldly turn away. 

In silence to him steal, 
And touch his soul with one long gaze 

Of passionate appeal. 



I know them all — the endearing wiles — 
The sweet, unconscious art — 

The graceful spells that nature taught 
Her darling's docile heart. 



- 



TO SIBYL. 

I know tliem all — IVe si-en thee lift, 

At some unkindlj tone, 
Tluwe dark, upbraiding eyefl of thine, 

Where sorrowing wonder eh one, 

And andden tears would dim the glance, 
And then — the wrong forgiven — 

A smile would steal up in the cloud. 
Like starlight into heaven. 

Go — try them all — those girlish wiles ! 

He cannot choose bat love. 
He cannot choose but guard from ill 

Hia little, nestling dove ! 

For rare, my Sybil, 'tis to see 

Thy iris-mind unfold ; 
The magic of thy maiden glee, 

That turns all gloom to gold ; — ■ 

The aurora blush that on thy cheek 
Thy heart's love-story tells ; 

The wondrous world within thine eyes 
Lit up like the gazelle's. 



f 
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But if thou think'st, dear, dreaming child ! 

That he will watch as now, 
In after years, each smile and shade 

That cross thy changing brow ; 



And modulate his tone to meet 
The pleading of thy soul, 

And feel in all his wanderings 
Thy gentle breast his goal ; 



And daily feed thy mind and heart 
With hallowed love and lore, 

Nor turn from those imploring eyes. 
That wistful look for more ; 



And watch thee where — as borne in air- 
Thou float'st the dance along. 

And deem thy form alone is fair, 
Of all the fairy throng ; 



In transport look and listen when 

Thy light caressing hands 
Lure forth the harp's harmonious soul. 

From all its silver bands ; 



TO SIBTL. 

lodolgetit Btoop ilia falcon- will 

To let it fly with thiae, 
And smile in mtinly pride to see 

Hia pet's soft plumage shine ; 

And yield to every gay caprice, 

And grieve for every sigh. 
And grant all airy hopes tliat play 

On pleading lip or eye ; — 

If thii thy dream, enthusiast, be, 

I can but idly pray, 
Heaven shield thee in thy waking hour, 

And keep it long away ! 



i 
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TO SARAH, 



ABBANQIHa HSR 



AI B. 



Oh, rich in heart! what matter how 
The silken tresses shade jour brow ? 
What matter, whether gem or rose. 

Or simple riband wreathe jour hair, 
While that soft blush so purely glows, 

While those dark eyes such beauty wear ? 



No rich array could lend your form. 

Thus airy-light, one added charm ; 

No jewel gift that girlish face 

With lovelier glow or softer grace ; 

And he who looks on you with eyes 

Where all his soul to yours replies. 

Is prouder of you simply so, 

Than when adorn'd your graces glow ; 

And joys to know his fairy flower 

Can gayly bloom in home's sweet bower, 

While some, less fair, the hot-house air 



TO LITTLE MAT VINCEST. 

Of flatterT and excitement need, 
Their fr&il and fleeting smiles to feed. 

Ah! " bonnie bird !" — thus ever reat, 
Confiding in your loTe-bnilt nest ; 
And when around you throng the few 
I leave, who share my love with you, 
Oh ! warble soft, in friendship's ear, 

Her name, who'd gladly share your glee,- 
But do not sing too gweetli/, dear, 

Lest you beguile them all from mt. 



TO LITTLE MAY VINCENT. 



Mr wee-bit, bonny, blue-eyed May . 
Well fits the name we gave in play ; 
For Spring, with nil her tears and smiles, 
Her frolic frowns and wooing wiles, 
Is just like thee — so fresh, bo bright. 
With breath of balm and eyes of light. 
My treasure. May I my nestling dore ! 
My wild-flower, nursed by Hope and Lore ! 
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My sunlit gem ! my morning star ! 
Oh ! there is nothing near or far, 
Of soft or beautiful or free, 
That does not mind my heart of thee. 
Yet all combined, — star, blossom, bird, 

Bring to it no such joy divine. 
As the first charily-utter'd word 

That falters from those lips of thine. 

Twelve times the maiden-queen of night 
Has donn'd her veil of silver light, 
And walk'd the silent, heavenly plain^ 
Majestic mid her radiant train. 
Since May first oped her playful eyes ; 
And yet she is not over-wise ; 
For even now she shouts with joy 

When on the floor the sunshine plays, 
And deems the spot a golden toy. 

And creeps to lift its mocking rays. 

Ah, May ! be still a child in this, 
Through life, amid its gloom and bliss : 
Though clouds of care be all about, 
Those eyes will find the sunshine out. 
Then pass the shade with Hope's delight, 
And stop to play where Joy is bright. 



TO MT PEX 



TO arr pen. •. -, 

Dost know, tn; little vagrant pen, 

That vanderest light!; down the [«per, . 

Without a thought how critic men 
May carp at every careless caper, — 

DoBt know, twice twenty thousand eyes, 

If pabliahers report tlicm truly, 
Each month may mark the sportive lies 

That track, oh shame ! thy steps unruly ? 

Now list to me, my fairy pen, 

And con the lessons gravely over ; 

Be never wild or false again. 

But " mind your Pa and Qb," you rover ! 

Whfle tripping gayly to and fro, 

Let Dot a thought escape you lightly. 

But challenge all before they go, 

And see them fairly robed and rightly. 
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You know that words but dress the frame, 
And thought's the soul of verse, my fairy ! 

So drape not spirits dull and tame 
In gorgeous robes or garments airy. 



I would not have my pen pursue 

The "beaten track** — a slave for ever; 

No ! roam as thou wert wont to do. 
In author-land, by rock and river. 



Be like the sunbeam's burning wing, 
Be like the wand in Cinderella ; 

And if you touch a common thing, 

Ah^ change to gold the pumpkin yellow ! 



May grace come fluttering round your steps, 
Whene'er, my bird, you light on paper, 

And music murmur at your lips. 
And truth restrain each truant caper. 



Let hope paint pictures in your way. 
And love his seraph-lesson teach you ; 

And rather calm with reason stray 
Than dance with folly, I beseech you ! 



TO NT rSN. 

In faith 'h pure fountain lave jour wing, k 
And i]uafr from feeling's glowing challos; 

But touch, not falsehood's fatal spring, ' 

And ebun the poisoned weeds of malio^ 

Finn be the web jou lightly spin, 

From leaf to leaf, though frail in seeming. 

While Fancy's fairy dew-gems win 

The sunbeam Truth to keep them gleaming. 

And shrink not thou when tyrant wrong 
O'er humble suffering dares deride thee; 

With lightning step and clarion song, 

Go ! take the field, all Heaven beside thee. 

Be tuned to tenderest music when 

Of sin and shame tbou'rt sadly singing; 

But diamond be thy point, my pen. 

When folly's bells are round thee ringing ! 

And so, where'er yon stay your flight, 

To plume your wing or dance your meaflore, 

May gems and flowers your pathway light, 
For those who track your tread, my treasure ! 
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But what is this ? you've tripp'd about, 
While I the mentor grave was playing ; 

And here you've written boldly out 
The very words that I was saying ! 

And here, as usual, on you've flown 

From right to left — ^flown fast and faster, 

Till even while you wrote it down, 
You've miss'd the task you ought to master. 



TO A SLANDERED POETESS. 

Mt brilliant Blue Belle ! droop no more ; 

But let them mock, and mow, and mutter ! 
I marvel, though a whirlwind roar, 

Your eagle soul should deign to flutter ! 

So low the pigmies aim'd the dart, 
(Ah, yes ! your looks of scorn reveal it,) 

You must have stooped your haughty heart, 
wilful, wayward child ! — to feel it. 



TO A 8LANDBRBD POETESS. ITS 



My dark-eyed darling ! don't yon know, 
I£ yon were homely, cold, and stupid. 

Unbent for yon were Slander's bow ? 
JSfer shafts bat follow those of Cupid* 

'Tis but the penalty you pay 

For wit so rare and graoe so peerless ; 
So let the snarlers say their say, 

And smile to hear them, free and fearless. 

Nay ! hear them not! Oh, you should listen 
To spheral tunes ! the angels love you ! 

The stars with kindred beauty glisten ; — 
No "evil eye" can lower above you ! 



Dear child of Genius ! strike the lyre, 
And drown with melody delicious, 

Soft answering to your touch of fire. 
The envious hint — the sneer malicious. 



Remember it is Music's law. 

Each purCj true note, though low you sound it, 
Is heard through Discord's wildest war 

Of rage and madness, storming round it. 
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You smile ! — Nay, raise your queenly head ; 

Braid up your hair, lest I upbraid it ; 
Be that last coward tear unshed. 

Or in your dancing dimple shed it ! 



Serenely go your glorious way. 
Secure that every footstep onward 

Will lead you from their haunts away, 

Since you go ifp, and they go— rfotcnward. 



Yet from your love-lit, heavenly flight, 
Some pity dole to those who blame you ; 

You only can forgive them quite. 
You only smile while they defame you. 

Oh ! think how poor in all the wealth 
That makes your frame a fairy palace — 

The mind*s pure light, — the heart's sweet health,- 
Are they whose dearest joy is malice. 
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TO AN IDEA THAT WOULDN'T "COME." 



"Why Uras lODgfaig^ Uras Ibr ertr ilghtBff 
lor VmfucB, viiAttaln'dy mm! dter* 

**Bmm Bof, }Sk» th» bird in th* ftory, 
That fUttad from tree to tree^ 
With tlM taUsmao's gUttvring glocy, 
Has Hope been that bird to theer 



Oh ! fondly wished for, why delay ? 

This virgin page awaits thee — 
It's waited since the dawn of day — 

What can it be belates thee? 



Thou ne'er wilt find a nicer couch, 

A softer, or a fairer — 
Thou ne'er wilt find a desk to which 

Thy coming could be rarer. 

Oh ! airy rover, rainbow-wing'd ! 

Oh ! coy and cold deceiver ! 
Alight upon this beggar leaf, 

And blessdd be for ever ! 
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Alight, and shut your gleaming wing, 
And let my verse be amber, 

To make for you, while glad you sing, 
A fitting, fairy chamber! 



Whether around the dainty tip 
Of Whitman's pen you hover, 

Or rest on Greenwood's rosy lip, 
To greet some poet-lover; 



Or hide in glorious Hewitt's heart 
Until you're robed divinely ; 

Or lend impassion'd Eva's line 
The glow she paints so finely. 



Oh ! fly them all, and fly to me ! 

I'll entertain ye rarely ; 
My happy pen your host shall be, 

And introduce you fairly. 



I'll dress you in the prettiest words 
You possibly can think of; 

I'll let you sip the purest ink 
That e'er you tried to drink of. 



TO AN IDEA THAT WOCI.DN'T "COME 

Your rich relations tlirong to them, 
While I'm alone and needy; 

And, though I cannot sing, my gem, 
In tonea so rich and reedy, 

Bo euro I'll make the moet of thee ! 

While throned in state and glory, 
Oh ! think what pride alone to be, 

tTnrivall'd in my story ! 

Oh ! fairy treasure, fine and fleet I 

Oh ! subtle, rare creation ! 
Whatever ubstaclea you meet. 

Accept my invitation ! 

I'll give you welcome warm and true, 

However strange you be; 
And take what route it pleases yon, 

It's all the same to me. 

Oh ! come by telegraph from Maine, 

Or by a junk from China, 
By steamboat from the flhores of Spun, 

Or cars from Carolina! 
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But come — at all erenta — ^withoal 
Another doubt or fear ; 

Fly, flj to this devoted heart, 
And be — "mj own Idea!" 



ON SIVORFS VIOLIN. 

A DRTAD*s home was once the tree 

From which thej carted this wondrona toj. 

Who chanted lays of love and glee. 
Till every leaflet thrill'd with joy. 

But when the tempest laid it low. 

The oxiUhI fay flew to and fro ; 
Till finding here her home once more, 

She warbles wildly aa before ! 



WHAT CAN BE THE UATTERt 



WHAT CAN BE THE MATTER! 

What can be the matter with Lizzie to-night ? 

Her eyes, tlint iu tears were ao touchmgly tender, 
For twenty-four hours have been filling with light, 

Till I scarcely dare meet their bewUderiug splendour. 

You'd almost imagine a star bad been lighted 
Within ber — a new-born and beautiful flune, 

To bless with its pure ray her spirit benighletl, 

And smile through those eyes to which sorrow's cloud came. 

What can he the matter with Lizzie ! — her cheek, 
That of late has been dimplcleaa, colourless, cold, 

Has guther'd a glow and a glory, that speak 
Like an eloquent voice of a rapture untold. 

^\'bat can be the matter with Lizzie ! — her tone. 
That was doubting and faint in its low melody 

As the morning ray rising tlirough mist-tears alone, 
Or the sound of a bell ringing soft in the sea, — 
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Has suddenly thriird to a richness and fervour, 
A passionate sweetness, untroubled and deep — 

You would think in her heart had arisen to nerve her, 
An angel, — awaken*d from sorrow and sleep. 

It is Love ! it is Love ! by the joy that is stealing 
Like light o*er her forehead, I know it is Love ! — 

He has touched with his wand the wild fountain of feeling, 
He floats like a spirit that fountain above. 

He has kindled his star-lamp — the deathless — ^the pure — 
Within — and her heart's hidden riches are shown ; 

His own seraph voice has breathed melody to her — 
And hers has caught all its deep magic of tone. 

Oh ! still may that voice keep its sweetness and joy. 
And still may that cheek wear its glow of delight. 

And those dear eyes, unshadowed by sorrow's alloy. 
Still beam with the fondness that fills them to-night. 



TEKUS AND THE KODEEN BELLE. 



VENDS AND THE MODERN BELLE. 

YouNO Beaat; look'd over her gems one night, 
And stole to her glass with a petulant air : 

She braided her hair with their burning light, 

Till they play'd like the gleam of a glow-worm there. 

Then she folded, over her form of grace, 

A costly robe from an Indian loom, — 
But a cloud overahadow'd her exquisite face, 

And Love's sunny dimple woa hid in the gloom. 



" It ia useloBS !" she murmur' d, — " mj jewels have lost 
All their lustre, since last they illumined my curls !" 
And she snatch'd off the treasures, and haughtily toes'd, 
Into brilliant confusion, gold, rubies, and pearls. 

Young Beauty was plainly provoked to a passion ; 

" And what ?" she exclaim'd, " shall the Htar of the hall 
Be Been by ihe beaux, in a gown of this fashion !" — 

Away went the robe, — ribands, loccs, and all ! 
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" Oh ! Paphiaii goddess !" she sigh'd in despair, 
*' Could I borrow that mystic and magical zone, 
Which Juno of old condescended to wear. 

And which lent her a witchery sweet as your own !*' — 

She said, and she started ; for lo ! in the glass, 
Beside her a shape of rich loveliness came ! 

She turn*d, — it was Venus herself ! and the lass 
Stood blushing before her, in silence and shame. 

" Fair girl !** said the goddess — " the girdle you seek 
Is one you can summon at once, if you will ; 
It will wake the soft dimple and bloom of your cheek, 
And, with peerless enchantment, your flashing eyes fill. 

^' No gem in your casket such lustre can lend. 
No silk wrought in silver such beauty bestow ; 
With that talisman, heed not, though simply, my friend. 
Your robe and your ringlets unjewell'd may flow !" 

'^ Oh, tell it me ! give it me !" Beauty exclaim*d, 
As Hope's happy smile to her rosy mouth stole : 

" Nay ! you wear it e'en now, since your temper is tamed, — 
'Tis the light of Good Humour, — that gem of the soul !" 



REMOS STRANG E, 



A REMONSTRANCE. 



What, here 1 where the soul feels an angel's elation, 

Where the balmof the breeze is worth all the world's wealth! 

Oh ! profune not the place by so low a libation, 

While pure from the rock springs the fountjiiii of health! 

What, here ! where the wood-birtl, its warble subduing. 
Keeps holj our Sabbath with music and lore, 

And earth, her wild blossoms for ever renewing. 
Sends up, in their perfume, her praises above ! 



Where the skiea seem to bond, in their luminous beauty, 
So loving and low o'er the green mountain-sod, 

That the spirit, attuned to devotion and duty. 
Sees Nature embracing her Father and God ! 

No temple can match, with a glory ho solemn. 

The fiirest-caihedral that riaes aroiiud; 
Tlie pini-'a dtately nhuft, for the fair marble column, 

All veiiid with tlie xunlight, and gnictfully crown'd; 



£ 
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Its dome — the unlimited arch glowing o'er us ; 

Its censer — ^yon budding spray, swung by the breeze ; 
Its music — the hymn of the fountain before us ; 

Its light — heaven's smile, stealing soft through the trees : 

And oh ! the bright treasures around and below us, 
The buds of the wild mountain-laurel, behold ! 

So perfect, so gem-like ! where, where will you show us 
A richer mosaic in temple of old ? 

Profane not the place by so base a libation ! 

Look around ye — look upward ! and drink if ye dare ! 
Away with the wine-cup, the curse of creation ! 

Yon fount has enough for us all, and to spare. 



IMPROMPTU, TO 



I WOULD be true to Truth, and so to be 
How can I help Inconstancy to thee ? 
Since thou hast such a reverence for the maid. 
That even to approach her^ thou'rt afraid ! 
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"THE HOURS AWAKING THE MORNING." 



A PICTURE BT HOWABD. 



She sleeps ! on her cloud-pillows softly reclining, 
Her glowing cheek dimples with dreamy delight, 

Around her white shoulders rich sun-tresses tw^ining, 
With dim, dewy lustre, illumine the night ; — 

Tcs ! faint through the mist that enwreathes her reposing, 
The gleam of that golden hair glistens the while, 

Making twilight on high ; — till those blue eyes, unclosing, 
Shall flash on creation the wealth of their smile ! 

She sleeps ! and the stars have gone by in their glory, 
Nor woke with their wing'd feet the dreamer they met ! 

And Dian has stolen to tell the love-story 
Her blooming Endymion listens to yet ! 

She sleeps ! the young goddess Aurora ! — so glowing. 
So sweet are her visions, she will not awake ! 

And silent and swift are the dim Hours going, — 
But hark ! o*er the stillness what music doth break ! 



THE HOURS AWAKING THE MORNINO. 1»' 

Behold ! through the mist, the fair Hour of the Mormug, 
^Vith smiles of arch meaning, floats gracefulljr by ; 

Her finger uplifted in frolicsome warning, 
With song on her lip, and reproof in her eye ! 

" Sweet sluggard ! awaken ! — Apollo is near ! 

Oh ! fly ere the god shall thy slumbers surprise I 
Ilia flame-wiug^d coursers already I hear I 

Aurora! my sister ! — awaken! arifle!" 

And the goddess springs up from the slumbcra that bound her 
And paoses in blushing bewilderment there ; 

Her rosy smiles melting the mist-wreath arotmd her, — 
Her gold-tresses shedding soft dew on the air ! 

Now slowly she cornea ! — Heaven kindles before her,— 
Her lark warbles proudly his passionate lay, — 

Earth woofi with a smile the light step of Aurora, — 
And Beauty and Music awake in her way I 
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THE LANGUAGE OF GEMS. 

Fair Flora of late has become such a blue, 

She has sent all her pretty dumb children to school ; 

And though strange it may seem, what I tell you is true, 
Already they've learn'd French and English by rule. 

Bud, blossom, and leaf have been gifted with speech. 
And eloquent lips breathing love in each tone. 

Delighting such beautiful pupils to teach. 

Have lent them a language as sweet as their own. 

No more is the nightingale's serenade heard ; 

For Flora exclaims, as she flies through her bowers, 
" It is softer than warble of fairy or bird ! 

*Tis the music of soul — the sweet language of flowers !" 

No longer the lover impassioned bestows 

The pearl or the ruby ; — ^in Hope's sunny hours. 

He twines for his maiden a myrtle and rose — 

'Tis the echo of Love, the pure language of flowers. 
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Bat the pearl and the ruby are sadly dismay'd , 

I saw a fair girl lay them lightly aside. 
And blnshingly wreathe, in her hair's simple braid, 

The white orange flower that betray'd her a bride ; 

And I fancied I heard the poor jewels bewail, 

At least they changed eountenanee strangely, I'm sore, 

For the pearl blush'd with shame, and the ruby tara'd 
pale: — 
Indeed 'twas too mach for a 9t4me to endore* 

And I, who had erer a passion for gems. 

From the diamond's star-smile to the mby's deep flame; 
And who envy kings only their bright diadems. 

Resolved to defend them from undeserved shame. 

What are jewels but flowers that never decay. 
With a glow and a glory unfading as fair ? 

And why should not they speak their minds if they may ? 
There are ''sermons in stones," as all sages declare. 

And a wild '' tongue of flame" wags in some of them too. 
That would talk if you'd let it — so listen a while ; 

They*ve a world of rich meaning in every bright hue^ 
A ray of pure knowledge in each sunny smile. 
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Then turn to the blossoms that never decay : — 
Let the learned flowers talk to themselves on their 
stems, 

Or prattle away with each other to-day ; — 
And listen with me to the Language of Gems. 

The Diamond^ emblem of Genius would seem, 

In its glance, like the lightning, wild, fitful, divine — 

Its point that can pierce with a meteor-gleam, 
Its myriad colours — its shadow^ and shine. 

And more in that magic, so dazzling and strange ; 

Let it steal from Apollo but one sunny ray. 
It will beam back a thousand that deepen and change, 

Till you'd fancy a rainbow within it at play. 

Fair Truth's azure eyes, that were lighted in heaven, 
Have brought to the Sapphire their smile from above. 

And the rich glowing ray of the Ruby is given, 
To tell as it blushes of passionate Love. 

The Chrysolite, clouded, and gloomy, and cold, 
Its dye from the dark brow of Jealousy steals ; 

But bright in the Crystal's fair face we behold 
The image of Candour that nothing conceals. 
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Young Hope, like the spring, in her mnntlo of green, 
Comefl robed in that colour, soft, pleasmit, and tender, 

And lends to the Emerald light so serene, 

That the eye never weariea of watching its splendour. 

The rosy Cornelian resembles the flush '( 

That faintly illumines a beautiful face, 
And well in its lovely and tremulous blush 

May Fancy the emblem of Modesty trace. 

While Joy's golden smile in the Topaz is glowing, 
And Purity dwells in the delicate Pearl, 

The Opitl, each moment new semblances showing. 
May yhine on the breust of some cbiingeable girl. 

Serene as the Turquoise, Content ever calm, 

In her pure heart reflects heaven's fairest hue bright, 

While Beauty, exulting in youth's sunuy charm, 
Beholds in the Beryl her image of light. 

To thu beaming Ciirbunde, whose ray never dies, 
The rare gift of shining in darkness is given ; 

tio Faith, with her fervent and shadowless eyes. 

Looks up, through earth's night-time of trouble, to 
heaven. 
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There's a stone — the Asbestos — that, flung in the flame, 
UnsoUied comes forth with a colour more pure,— 

Thus shall Virtue, the victim of sorrow and shame, 
Refined by the trial, for ever endure. 

Resplendent in purple, the Amethyst sparkling. 
On Pride's flowing garments may haughtily glow, 

While Jet, the lone mourning-gem, shadow'd and darkling, 
And full of sad eloquence, whispers of Wo. 

But thousands are burning beneath the dark wave, 
As stars through the tempest-cloud tremblingly smile. 

Or wasting their wealth in some desolate cave. 
And talking, perchance, like the rest all the while. 

Then wreathe of the blossoms that nerer decay, 
A chaplet, dear maiden, that fair brow above ; 

But within, wear their prototypes, purer than they. 
Faith — Hope — Truth and Innocence — ^Modesty — Love. 

And while in each jewel a lesson you see. 

While one smiles approval — another condemns, 

I'm sure you will listen, delighted with me. 

To a language so true as the language of Gem$! 



GOLDEN RULES IN RHTUK. 1S8 



GOU)EN RCIES IN RUYWL 



ir I louch tht itrbtt 



Come listen, while, in carelese rhjrtne, 
Borne golden rules I give yon, 

That jou may hoard the wealth of Time, 
And life may not deceive you. 

In childhood's hours, when in the snn 
Our sportive group assembled, 

And off our frail pipes, one by one, 
The glittering bubbles trembled ; 

If mine with lovelier lustre shone, 
Or higher soar'd, — what trouble 1 

My brother, leaving all hti cam. 
Blew out my beaming buhblc ! 
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And thus the world — when young Romance 

Her airy dreams is weaving, 
And Hope's soft rainbows round them danoe. 

As radiant as deceiving— 



Thus will the world, my child, destroy, 
With treachery more refined. 

The soaring dreams of love and joy. 
The bubbles of the mind ! 



Then yet in time a lesson learn. 
From one who leam'd too late. 

That world, whose laugh tve laugh to scorn, 
Her fiat here is fate ! 



When honour, placed in reason's scales, 
Outweighs the owl*s opinion. 

All free and fearless, trim your sails. 
And steer for heaven's dominion ! 



But still in trifles, where no wrong 
Can come of yielding to her. 

Oh ! chord with hers your careless song, 
And of her smiles be sure ! 



OOLDBN KULES IN BUTME. 

When Love would fling his flowery net 

Around your joyous spirit, 
Aak not for rank, or wealth, or wit, 

But yield to manly merit. 

Remember — Love but seldom strings 
His flowers on golden wire ; 

Remember — Wit has wanton wings, 
Tliat might put out his fire. 

Your heart be like a stainless glass, 
Where fleeting, outward graces 

But lend their beauty as they pass, 
And leave behind no traces ; 

On wliich — its subtle nature's such, 

Tlic gem of geina — in glory — 
The diamond, with its lightning touch, 

Alone can write love'a story. 

As to the moon, the ocean's tide 
Sulijocis its strength unruly, 

So let a light from heaven, love, guide 
The tide of passion truly. 
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If sorrow come — resist it not. 

Nor yet bow weakly to it ; 
Look up to meet the hearen-sent storm ; 

But see the rainbow through it ! 



And let not pleasure's reckless hands 
Too often shake time's glass, love : 

At best, the few and priceless sands 
Too surely, swiftly pass, love ! 



And seek not bliss on airy heights. 
Where dizzy power doth rally ! 

The ^^ fragrant little heart's-ease" lights 
The lowliest, humblest valley. 



The gem that clasps a royal robe 
The worldling's eye may dazzle. 

But Love will light his glow-worm lamp 
In cot as well as castle. 



The magic flower in Erin's Isle, 
That bears about a blessing. 

Perchance is but good-humour's smile, 
A kindly heart's caressing. 



OOLDEH BULE8 15 RHTMB. 

If comes a blow, from friend or foe, ' 

With earnest good avenge it ; 
" The 8&ndal-tree, with fragrant sigh, 

Perfumes the axe that rends it." 

Be like the aun, whose eye of joy 

Ne'er on a shadow lay, love ! 
Be like the rill that singeth still, ' I 

Whate'er be in its way, love ! 

Ke'er waate your heart in vain regret, 
Though youth be dimm'd by care ; 

'' For lovelier flowers than summer wreathes 
May twine in winter's hair." 

With childlike trust look forward still. 

For heaven is always near; 
" Full oft our very fear of ill 

Exceeds the ill we fear." 

Nor question Fate I the world-ship Btill 

Under seal'd orders sailing; 
'Twcre best the great Commander's skill 

To trust with f&ith unfailing. 
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Nor idl J waste the golden hours, 
The plumes of Time's swift wings : 

The watch must still be wound to work, 
Or rust corrodes its springs. 



If once a purpose pure and high 
You form, for naught forego it ! 

^^ The mulberry leaf to silk is changed 
By patience/* says the poet« 



Let Fancy fly her fairy kite, 

And light with wit its wing, dear ; 

But oh, lest it go out of sight, 
Bid Reason hold the string, dear. 



For, soaring where the poet's heaven 
With starry gems is spangled. 

It might, by Folly's zephyr driven. 
In moonshine get entangled. 



Yet sneer not thou at those who rise 

To loftier delusions ; 
'^ Great truths are oft," the sage replies, 

" Foreshadow'd by illusions." 



GOLDEN BCLES IN EHTME. 

Confide in Friendaliip'B right good-will, 

Bat not too often task it ; 
"It is the highest price WB pay ,i 

For auy thing, to aik it." « . 

If Nature's gloriouB overture 

Discordiuit seem to be, love, 
Be sure your heart is out of tune, 

And try the sounding key, lore I 

Let more than the domestic mill 
Be turn'd by Feeling's rircr ; 

Let Charity "begin at home," 
But not itai/ there for ever. 

Look on the poor with pitying eyes. 
And " reason not the need;" 

For angels in that mean disguise 
May often ask their meed. 

But if a debt by honour scal'd 

Uncancell'd yet remain, 
Oh, ne'er to generous impulse yield 

What Justice asks in vain ! 
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Be frank and pure, and brave and true, — 

True to thyself and heaven ; 
And be thy friends, the gifted few ; 

And be thy foes forgiven. 

And hold thyself so dear, so high, 

That evil come not near thee, 
That meanness dare not meet thine eye. 

And falsehood fly and fear thee ! 

Shrink not to aim the shafts of wit 
At all that's mean or narrow ; 

But oh, before you bend the bow, 
Be sure it holds the arrow ! 

Command your temper, guard your tongue, 

Lest they have sway undue ; 
For deeds, not words, the bell be rung, 

Which fame may ring for you ! 

And so, if from my careless rhyme, 

You cull the rose of Reason, 
I have not wasted all my time. 

But said '^ a word in season." 



MARION'a Bona IN THE SCHOOL-SOOU. 801 



MARION'S SONG IN THE SCHOOI^ROOM. 

Aw AT with jou, ye musty tomes ! 

I'll read no more thia morning ! 
The wiliiwood rose unlesson'd growfr— 

I'm off — your sermons scortiing ! i 

I found a problem, yester eve, 

Id wondering where the brook led, 

More pleasant far for me to solve 
TiiuQ Boy one in Eaclid. 

I heard a bird sing, sweet and low, 

A truer lay than Tasso — ■ 
A lay of love — ah ! let me go, 

And fly from Learning's lasso ! 

I saw a golden miasal, too, 

"TwaH writ in ancient agea. 
And stars — immortal words of light — 

Illumined all its pages ! 
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The hand of God unclasp'd the book, 
And oped its leaves of glory ; 

I read, with awed and reverent look, 
Creation's wondrous story. 



I will not waste these summer hours, 
The gift that He has given ; 

1*11 find philosophy in flowers, 
Astronomy in heaven ! 



Ton morning-glory shuts its leaves, 
A worm creeps out from under ; 

Ye volumes, take the hint she gives. 
And let the book-worm wander ! 

I'll scan no more old Virgil's verse, 
I'd rather scan the heavens ; 

I'll leave the puzzling Rule-of-Three 
At sixes and at sevens ; 



The only sum I'll cipher out 

Shall be the ^^summum bonum;** 

My only lines shall fish for trout. 
Till Virgil wouldn't own 'em ! 



MARION'S BONO IN THE SCQOOL-BOOU. 20S 

A costly cover haa my book, 

Rich blue, where light is winding ; 
How poor, beside its beauty, look 

Your calf and cotton binding. 

Away ! the balmy air — the birds — 

Can teach ue music better 
Than all your hard, high-sounding words, 

That Still my fancy fetter. 

The waves will tell me how to play 

That walti of Weber's rightly ; 
And I shall learn, from every spray, 

To dance with grace, and lightly. 

Iltish ! hark ! I heard a far-off bird, 

I'll read no more this morning ; 
The jasmine glows — the woodbine blows I 

I'm off — your eermons sowuing ! 
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BEAUTY'S PRATER. 

Round great Jove his lightnings shone, 
Roird the universe before him, 

Stars, for gems, lit up his throne, 
Clouds, for banners, floated o'er him* 

With her tresses all untied, 

Touch'd with gleams of golden glory. 
Beauty came, and blush'd and sigh'd 

While she told her piteous story. 

'' Hear ! Jupiter ! thy child : 

Right my wrong, if thou dost love me ! 
Beast and bird, and savage wild. 
All are placed in power above me. 

^^ Each his weapon thou hast given. 

Each the strength and skill to wield it : 
Why bestow — Supreme in heaven ! 

Bloom on me, with naught to shield it 7 



BEAUTY'S PBATEB. 

" Eren the rose — the wiM-wood rose, 
Fur and frai], as I, thy daughter, 
S&felj yields to soft repose, 
With her Ufegaard thorns about her." 

As she spake in music wild, ' . ^ 

Tears within her bine eyes glisten'd^ 
Yet her red lip dimpling smiled, 

For the god benignly liatea'd. . . 

.w 
" Child of heaven !" he kindly eaid, 

" Try the weapons Nature gave thee ; 
And if danger near thee tread. 

Proudly trust to them to save thee. 

" Lance and talon, thorn and epear : 
Thou art arm'd with triple power 
In that blush, and smile, and tear ! 
Fearless go, my fragile flower. 

" Yet dost thou, with all thy charms, 

Still for sometliing more beseech me ? — 
Skill to use thy magic anas ? 

Ask of Love — and Love will teach thee \" 
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I DEARLY LOVE A CHANGING CHEEK. 

I DEARLT love a changing cheek, 

That glows or pales as feeling chooses, 

And lets the free heart frankly speak 
Upon it what the tongae refuses ; 

Where eloquent blushes bum and fade, 
Rich with the wealth of warm emotion ; 

Or starry dimples mock the shade, 
Like jewels in a restless ocean. 

I dearly love a speaking eye. 

That tells you there's a soul to wake it ; 

Now fired with fancies wild and high. 
Now soft as sympathy can make it ; 

An eye whose dreamy depths and dark 
In Passion's storm can proudly lighten ! 

But where Love's tears can quench the spark. 
And Peace the sky serenely brighten ! 



I DBABL7 LOTS A CHANGING CHBSK. fffl 

I loTe a lip that eye to match. 

Now curFd with scorn, now press'd in sadness, 
And, quick each feeling's change to catch. 

Next moment arch'd with smiles of gladni 

I loTe a hand that meets mine own 
With grasp that causes some sensation ; 

I love a Toice whose Tarying tone 

From Truth has leam'd its modulatioiL 

And who can boast that r^al eyel 
That smile and tone, untaught by art T 

That cheek of ever-changing dye ? 

That brave, free, generous, cordial heart ? 

I need not name her ! None who've heard 
Her welcome true — her parting blessing — 

Her laugh, by lightest trifle stirr'd — 
Her frank reply — will faQ in guessing ! 
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TO A TRIFLER. 

'Tis well — the blow is felt — ^forgiven ! 

I Btoop'd a starry wing, 
That might have proudly soar'd to heayen, 

On thy poor heart to cling. 

For thecy frail flutterer of the earth, 

I deign'd my flight to stay ; 
On thee^ who dream'd not half its worth, 

I poor'd my spirit's ray. 

The proudest, truest, loftiest love, 

That ever bum'd the shrine 
Whereon its costly incense rose, 

My heart vouchsafed to thine. 

And thus the penalty I pay, 

As few have paid before ; 
When God-lit spirit bends to clay. 

What should it look for more ? 



THE POET TO A COQUETTE. 



Aj ! ever thus 'twill be for those 
Who, graced with starry wing, 

Forego a golden dawn in heayen, 
To round a taper sing. 



And whose the loss ?— or mine or thine ? 

I offer'd to thy lip 
A chalice brimm'd with glorious wine, 

Whence thou didst lightly sip. 



Thou didst not dream that life was there,- 

SouJrlifey for such as thou! 
Thy hand dash'd down the beaker rare. 

Thy lip belied the tow. 



And I ?— oh, God ! 'twas / who lost 
The immortal draught divine ; 

For thou, who couldst not feel its cost, — 
What was that heart to thine ? 



Yet, even now, to ruin lured — 
Betray'd, condemn'd, forgo 

My wounded pinions still I wave 
Beyond thy soulless lot ! 

■ 2 
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Yet guerdon just this fate to me, 
Who Btoop'd a starry wing, 

That might have bathed in Eden airs, 
Around a rose to sing. 



THE LOVE MY HEART ACCORDED YOU. 



The love my heart accorded you 
Was proud, and pure, and strong : 

It might have well rewarded you 
For years of ruth and wrong. 

You saw my spirit soaring high. 
Nor followed where it flew ; 

But strove, with wild, adoring sigh, 
To make it stoop to you. 

In vain ; the fire it cherishes 

For ever upward tends, 
And when this frail frame perishes. 

With heaven's own glory blends. 



THB LOVE MY HEART AGGOBDBD TOU. £11 

For no ignoble flame of yonn 

Foregoes m j love its light ; 
If it leave jon^ the shame be yonrs, 

Who dared not share its flight. 

Each tender grace I granted jon, 

Your passion false profaned ; 
Each whisper that enchanted yon^ 

Your senses, only, chain'd. 

And now but calm disdain I giye, 

Where once my sonl I lent ; 
Escaped your thrall, again I liye 

In high and cold content. 
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CAPRICE. 

Reprove me not that still I change 

With every changing hour, 
For glorious Nature gives me leave 

In wave, and cloud, and flower. 

And you and all the world would do — 

If all but dared — the same ; 
True to myself — if false to you, 

Why should I reck your blame ? 

Then cease your carping, cousin mine — 
Your vain reproaches cease ; 

I revel in my right divine — 
I glory in caprice ! 

Yon soft, light cloud, at morning hour 
Looked dark and full of tears : 

At noon it seem'd a rosy flower — 
Now, gorgeous gold appears. 
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So yield I to the deepening light 
That dawns around my way : 

Because yon linger with the night. 
Shall I my noon delay T 



No ! cease your carping, cousin mini 
Tour cold reproaches cease ; 

The chariot of the cloud he mine — 
Take thou the reins, Caprice I 



'Tis tme you play'd on Feeling's lyre 

A pleasant tuie or two, 
And oft beneath your minstrel fire 

The hours in music flew ; 



But when a hand more sldll'd to sweep 

The harp, its soul allures, 
Shall it in sullen silence sleep 

Because not touch'd by yours ! 



Oh, there are rapturous tones in mine 
That mutely pray release ; 

They wait the master-hand divine-^ 
So tune the chords, Caprice ! 
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Go — strive the sea-wave to control ; 

Or, wouldst thou keep me thine. 
Be thou all being to my soul, 

And fill each want divine : 



Play every string in Love's sweet lyr< 

Set all its music flowing ; 
Be air, and dew, and light, and fire, 

To keep the soul-flower growing ; 



Be less — thou art no love of mine. 
So leave my love in peace ; 

'Tis helpless woman's right divine — 
Her only right— caprice ! 



And I will mount her opal car, 
And draw the rainbow reins. 

And gayly go from star to star. 
Till not a ray remains ; 



And we will find all fairy flowers 

l^hat are to mortals given, 
And wreathe the radiant, changing hours, 

With those ^^ sweet hints" of heaven. 



A DANCina OIBL. 

Her hanuning-birds are harncsa'd thcr^^ 
Oh ! leave their winga in peace ; 

Like "flying gems" they glance in air — 
We'll chase the light, Caprice ! 



A DAJ^CINO GIRL. 

She cornea — the spirit of the dance ! 

And but for those large, eloquent eyes. 
Where passion speaks in every glance. 

She'd seem a wanderer from the skies. 

So light that, gazing breathless there, 
Lest the celestial dre&m should go, 

You'd think the music in the air 
Waved the fair vision to and fro I 

Or that the melody's sveot flow 
Within the radiant creature pUy'd, 

And those soft wreathing arms of snow 
And white sylph feet the music made. 



216 P0EH8. 



Now gliding slow with dreamy grace. 
Her eyes beneath their lashes lost. 

Now motionless, with lifted face, 

And small hands on her bosom cross'd. 

And now with flashing eyes she springs — 
Her whole bright figure raised in air, 

As if her soul had spread its wings 
And poised her one wild instant there ! 

She spoke not ; but, so richly fraught 
With language are her glance and smile, 

That, when the curtain fell, I thought 
She had been talking all the while. 



IMPROMPTU AT SEA. 

But two events dispel ennui 

In our Atlantic trip : 
Sometimes, alas ! we ^^ ship a sea," 

And sometimes — see a ship ! 



THB POET'S BEPLT. 217 



THE POETS REPLY TO UNDESERVED 

PRAISE. 

I WRONG not 80 your noble heart, 
As fear you'd play the flatterer's part. 
Though far from all desert in me 
Your soul-inspiring praises be. 

The star that sees, within the lake, 
Its own illumined image wake, 
May deem some sea-born gem has risen 
To greet it from its darkling prison. 

And well I know the ardent mind, 
Where honour's self is proudly shrined, 
O'er others sheds its radiance rare, 
And deems the light is native there. 

Yet I must shrink, in shame and pride, 
From praise by conscience still denied. 
And rather half your faith forego 
Than lui*e it by a hollow show. 

T 
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And since not all is dark within. 
Some dear esteem I still may win. 
Divested of the halo thrown, 
By your warm heart, around my own. 



And truth to tell, (you'd have me true 7) 
I look for loftier gifts from you. 
And wait for music sweeter far 
Than softest words of flattery are. 



The lightest modulation lent 
By heart to voice on truth intent, — 
The faintest cadence Love lets fall 
On one low tone, is worth them all. 



And oh ! so high a hope is mine ! — 
The boon my spirit claims from thine 
Is not the fleeting love of earth. 
But friendship that has holier birth. 



When soul meets soul in happier clime, 
Where truth unveil'd shall walk sublime, 
How may my conscious spirit brook 
The frank, calm questioning of your look, 
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IfTainly.initsfomandfooe, 
Yoa seek for some imagined graoe^ 
And mi$i the beanty, rare and deari 
Your own rich fancy lent it here I 



UNDINE TO 



If I alight, in happy rest, 

A moment on your heart, 
Think not your wild, impetuous guest 

Is never thence to part ! 

I only pause to plume my wings, 
Prepared for higher flight ; 

Far up, to me, a spirit sings 
A song of fond delight ! 

It calb me always, soft and low. 
And fain be there would I ; 

But ah ! it seems so far to go : — 
I cling to what is nigh ! 
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I cannot wait so long for love, 

A childish heart is mine, 
I pine for all that heaven aboYe, 

But linger while I j>ine ! 

And like the Grecian neophyte. 

In Egypt's halls alone, 
Who scarce had touch'd one step of light, 

Ere yet another shone ; 

While one by one, beneath his tread, 

They vanished as he rose ; 
From heart to heart, my faith has fled, 

And found no calm repose. 

Yet as the vine that would be free 

Can only climb to light, 
By twining round some kingly tree. 

Supported by its might, — 

A fragile flower of impulse, I 

Shall reach no life divine, 
Though still my heart turns toward the sky, 

Unless I lean on thine. 
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OHl HASTEN TO MY SEDB. 

Oh ! hasten to my side, I pray I 

I dare not be alone I 
The smile that tempts, when thon'rt away. 

Is fonder than thine own. 

The voice that oftenest charms mine ear 

Hath such beguiling tone, 
'Twill steal my very soul, I fear ; 

Ah ! leave me not alone ! 

It speaks in accents low and deep, 

It murmurs praise too dear, 
It makes me passionately weep. 

Then gently soothes my fear; 

It calls me sweet, endearing names. 
With Love's own childlike art; 

My tears, my doubts, it softly blames — 
'Tis music to my heart! 

t2 
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And dark, deep, eloquent, soul-fill'd eyes 

Speak tenderly to mine ; 
Beneath that gaze what feelings rise ! 

It is more kind than thine ! 



A hand, even pride can scarce repel. 
Too fondly seeks mine own; 

It is not safe ! — ^it is not well ! 
Ah ! leave me not alone ! 



I try to calm, in cold repose, 

Beneath his earnest eye. 
The heart that thrills, the cheek that glows — 

Alas! in vain I try! 



Oh trust me not — a woman frail — 
To brave the snares of life ! 

Lest — lonely, sad, unloved — I/atZ, 
And shame the name of wife ! 



Come back ! though cold and harsh to me, 

There*s honour by thy side ! 
Better unblest, yet safe to be. 

Than lost to truth, to pride. 
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Alas! my perU hourly grows, 
In eyery thought and dream; 

Not — ^not to thee my spirit goes, 
But still — yes! still to him! 

Return with those oold eyes to me, 
And chill my soul once more 

Back to the loyeless apathy 
It leam'd so well before ! 



THE GENTLE WORD. 

It came, when pain and sorrow bow'd 

A soul too much alone ; 
Like music came that kindly word, 

From one I ne'er have known. 

Too sensitive to praise or blame, 
My childish heart I know; 

And lightly yields my fragile frame 
To touch of joy or wo. 
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It brought a glow of glad surprise 

To pallid cheek and brow; 
It brought the tears to drooping eyes^ 

It brings them even now. 

'Twas but a word — a little word — 

'Twas one I often meet; 
Yet utter'd then, so far away, 

It sounded passing sweet. 

For well I know some friendly heart, 

I dream'd not of before, 
First thought for me that little word — 

Nay, maybe thought of more ! 

Ah, if the clarion tones of fame 

Shall ever ring for me, 
They shall not drown — my heart shall hear 

The praise I won from thee! 
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JE VEILLE SUB TOI, MA K^BE! 



* J« Tvilte tor U< ma mtott" 



Je yeille sur toi, ma m^e ! 

I hear thy softest sigh of loye, 
I listen to thy lightest prayer, 

And echo it above. 

I see thee when, in lonely hour. 
My semblance wins thy ready tear; 

Thou canst not hear my spirit step. 
But, mother ! I am near ! 



When glowing mom the moj 
With foot of fire and dewy eye, 

And dazzled seraphs veil their heads 
Before the light on high, — 



And when beneath my home of joy 
The stars are smiling through the air, 

Where angels roam on blest employ, 
Je yeille sur toi, ma mire ! 



226 POEMS. 



While o'er thy wearied frame is shed 
The welcome balm of soothing sleep. 

Lightly o'er that belov^ head 
My vigils still I keep ! 

Dost thou not see in visions fair, 

A radiant being wander by, 
And hear a soft voice murmuring there, 

"My mother! it is I?" 

And when above my early grave 

Thy gentle spirit prays relief, 
Feel'st thou no angel-plumage wave 

Above thee in thy grief? 

Je veille sur toi, ma mire ! 

Oh ! still thy lost but happy boy 
Is near thee, with thee everywhere. 

In sorrow and in joy. 

Forget not then, where'er thou art. 

The promise-words that bless thy prayer. 

But wear them in thy " heart of heart," 
" Je veille sur toi, ma mire I" 
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THE DAUGHTER OF HER0DIAJ3. 

I. 

Serbnb in the moonlight the pure flowers lay ; 
All was still save the plash of the fountain's soft play ; 
And white as its foam gleam*d the walls of the palace ; 
But within were hot lips quaffing fire from the chalice ; 
For Herod the Tetrarch was feasting that night 
The lords of Machserus, and brave was the sight ! 
Yet mournful the contrast, without and within : 
Here were purity, peace — there were riot and sin ! 
The vast and magnificent banqueting-room 
Was of marble, Egyptian in form and in gloom ; 
And around, wild and dark as a demon's dread thought^ 
Strange shapes, full of terror, yet beauty, were wrought. 
The inefiable sorrow that dwells in the face 
Of the Sphinx wore a soft and mysterious graoCi 
Dim, even amid the full flood of light pour'd 
From a thousand high clustering lamps on the board ; 

227 
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Those lamps, — each a serpent of jewels and gold, — 
That seem'd to hiss forth the fierce flame as it roU'd. 
Back fiash'd to that raj the rich vessels that lay 
Profuse on the tables in brilliant array ; 
And clear through the crystal the glowing wine gleam'd, 
And dazzling the robes of the revellers seem'd. 
While Herod, the eagle-eyed, ruled o'er the scene, 
A lion in spirit, a monarch in mien. 

The goblet was foaming, the revel rose high, 
There were pride and fierce joy in the haughty king's eye, 
For his chiefs and his captains bow'd low at his word, 
And the feast was right royal that burdened the board. 
Lo ! light as a star through a gather'd cloud stealing, 

What spirit glanced in mid the guard at the door ? 
Their stern bands divide, a fair figure revealing ; 

She bounds, in her beauty, the dim threshold o'er. 
Her dark eyes are lovely with tenderest truth ; 
The bloom on her cheek is the blossom of youth ; 
And a smile, that steals through it, is rich with the ray 
Of a heart full of love and of innocent play. 
Soft fall her fair tresses her light form around ; 
Soft fall her fair tresses, nor braided nor bound ; 
And her white robe is loose, and her dimpled arms bare ; 
For she is but a child, without trouble or care. 
Now round the glad vision wild music is heard, — 
Is she gifted with winglets of fairy or bird ? 



For, lo ! as if borne on the waves of that sound, 

With white arms upwreathing, she floats from the ground. 

Still glistens the goblet, — 'tis heeded no more ! 

And the jest and the song of the banqnet are o'«r ; 

For the reyellers, spell-bound by beauty and grace, 

Have forgotten all earth, save that form and that face. 

It is done ! — for one moment, mute, motionless, fair. 

The phantom of light pauses playfully there ; 

The next, blushing richly, once more it takes wing. 

And she kneels at the footstool of Herod the King. 

Her young head is drooping, her eyes are bent low, 

Her hands meekly cross'd on her bosom of snow, 

And, veiling her figure, her shining hair flows. 

While Herod, fiush'd high with the revel, arose. 

Outspake the rash monarch, — ^^ Now, maiden, impart. 

Ere thou leave us, the loftiest hope of thy heart ! 

By the God of my fathers ! whatever it may be, — 

To the half of my kingdom, — 'tis granted to thee !" 

The girl, half-bewilder'd, uplifted her eyes. 

Dilated with timid delight and surprise. 

And a swift, glowing smile o'er her happy face stole, 

As if some sunny wish had just woke in her soul. 

Will she tell it ? Ah, no ! She has caught the wild gleam 

Of a soldier's dark eye, and she starts from her dream ; 

Falters forth her sweet gratitude, — veils her fair frame, — 

And glides from the presence, all glowing with shame. 

u 
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II. 

Of costly cedar, rarely carved, 

The royal chamber's ceiling, 
The column'd walls, of marble rich. 

Its brightest hues revealing. 
Around the room a starry smile 

The lamp of crystal shed ; 
But warmest lay its lustre 

On a noble lady's head. 
Her dark hair, bound with burning gems. 

Whose fitful lightning glow 
Is tame beside the wild, black eyes 

That proudly flash below : 
The Jewish rose and olive blend 

Their beauty in her face ; 
She bears her in her high estate 

With an imperial grace. 
All gorgeous glows with orient gold 

The broidery of her vest ; 
With precious stones its purple fold 

Is clasp'd upon her breast. 
She gazes from her lattice forth : 

What sees the lady there ? 
A strange, wild beauty crowns the scene,- 

But she has other care ! 



J 
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Far off, fair Moab's emerald slopes, 

And Jordan's lorely yale ; 
And nearer, — heights where fleetesi foot 

Of wild gaselle would fail ; 
While crowning every yerdant ridg6| 

Like drifts of moonlit snow, 
Rich palaces and temples rise, 

Around, abore, below, 
Gleaming through groves of terebinth, 

Of palm, and sycamore. 
Where the swift torrents, dashing free. 

Their mountain music pour ; 
And arch*d o'er all, the eastern heaven 

Lights up with glory rare 
The landscape's wild magnificence ; — 

But she has other care ! 
Why flings she thus, with gesture fierce. 

Her silent lute aside 7 
Some deep emotion chafes her soul 

With more than wonted pride ; 
But, hark ! a sound has reach'd her heart, 

Inaudible elsewhere, 
And hush*d to melting tenderness. 

The storm of passion there ! 
The far-off fall of fairy feet. 

That fly in eager glee ; 
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A voice, that warbles wildly sweet, 

Some Hebrew melody ! 
She comes ! her own Salom^ comes ! 

Her pure and blooming child ! 
She comes, and anger yields to love. 

And sorrow is beguiled : 
Her singing bird ! low nestling now 

Upon the parent breast, 
She mormnrs of the monarch's vow 

With girlish laugh and jest : — 

I. 

^^ Now choose me a gift and well ! 
There are so many joys I covet ! 
Shall I ask for a young gazelle ? 

'Twould be more than the world to me ; 
Fleet and wild as the wind. 

Oh ! how I would cherish and love it ! 
With flowers its neck I'd bind. 
And joy in its graceful glee. 

IL 

^^ Shall I ask for a gem of light. 
To braid in my flowing ringlets ? 
Like a star through the veil of night. 
Would glisten its glorious hue ; 



THE DAUG8TSB OF HSB0DIA8. 288 



Or a i»diant bird, to close 

Its beautiful, waving winglets 
On my bosom in soft repose, 

And share my love with yon I'* 

She paused, — ^bewilder'd, terror-stmok ; 

For, in her mother's soul. 
Roused by the promise of the king 

Beyond her weak control, 
The exulting tempest of Reyenge 

And Pride raged wild and high. 
And sent its storm-cloud to her brow, 

Its lightning to her eye ! 
Her haughty lip was quivering 

With anger and disdain, 
Her beauteous, jeweird hands were clench'd 

As if from sudden pain. 

" Forgive,** Salom^ faltering cried, 
" Forgive my childish glee ! 

'Twas selfish, vain, — oh ! look not thus. 
But let me ask for thee!*' 

Then smiled — it was a deadly smile- 
That lady on her child. 

And, '^ Swear thou*lt do my bidding, now !'* 
She cried, in accents wild. 
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^^ Ah ! when, from earliest childhood's hour^ 

Did I thine anger dare ! 
Yet, since an oath thy wish must seal, — 

By Judah's hope, I swear !" 
Herodias stoop'd,— one whisper brief! — 

Was it a serpent's hiss. 
That thus the maiden starts and shrinks 

Beneath the woman's kiss ? 
A moment's pause of doubt and dread ! 

Then wild the victim knelt, — 
" Take, take my worthless life instead ! — 

Oh ! if thou e'er hast felt 
A mother's love, thou canst not doom — 

No, no ! 'twas but a jest ! 
Speak ! — speak ! and let me fly once more, 

Confiding, to thy breast !" 
A hollow and sepulchral tone 

Was hers who made reply : 
" The oath ! the oath ! — remember, girl ! 

'Tis register'd on high !" 
Salom^ rose, — mute, moveless stood 

As marble, save in breath ; 
Half senseless in her cold despair. 

Her young cheek blanched like death ! 
But an hour since, so joyous, fond. 

Without a grief or care. 
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Now rtniok with wo Dnspeakable, — 

How dread s change ww there ! 
"It shkll be done !" Wu thftt the Toioe 

Thftt rang so gajlj iweet, 
When, innocent and blest she came, 

Bat now, with flying fleet 7 
" It shall be done !" She turns to go, 

Bnt, ere ahe gains the door, 
One look of wordless, deep reproach 

She backward casts, — uo mure ! 
Bat late she sprang the threshold o'er, 

A light and blooming child ; 
Now, reckless, in her grief she goes 

A woman stem and wild. 



With pallid cheek, dishevell'd hair. 

And wildly gleaming eyes. 
Once more before the banqaeters, 

A fearful phantom fliee ! 
Once more at Herod's feet it falls. 

And cold with nameless dread 
The wondering monarch bends to hear. 

A Toice, as from the dead, 
From thoao pale lips, shrieks madly forth,— 

*'Thy promise, king, I claim. 
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And if the grant be foulest guilt, — 

Not mine, not mine the blame ! 
Quick, quick recall that reckless vow, 

Or strike thy dagger here, 
Ere yet this voice demands a gift 

That chills my soul with fear ! 
Heaven's curse upon the fatal grace 

That idly charmed thine eyes ! 
Oh ! better had I ne'er been bom 

Than he the sacrifice ! 
The word I speak will blanch thy cheek, 

If human heart be thine, 
It was a fiend in human form 

That murmur'd it to mine. 
To die for me/ a thoughtless child ! 

For me must blood be shed ! 
Bend low, — lest angels hear me ask ! — 

Oh, God I— the Baptist* 8 headT 
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SORROW AND JOY. 

For ages circling with the accordant stars 
To that immortal melody of love 
By which all listening nature times her growth, 
Our globe at last put forth its human flower ; 
And man, the wondrous child of earth and heaven, 
The consummation of created things, 
Nursed into being by all elements 
Celestial or terrene, perfected, breathed. 
When lo ! entwined in beautiful embrace, 
Two sister angels left the gates of heaven ; 
And both were lovely, yet unlike as are 
Our radiant day, and night that sadly braids 
Her dark and dewy locks with stars for gems. 
The one all light and gladness ; her soft hair. 
Back floating from her child-like brow and eyes. 
Had caught upon its waves the last warm ray 
Of glory that stole through that closing gate ; 
And with a song her smiling lips did part, 
That told the heavenly rapture of her heart. 
The other, in majestic silence hush'd, 
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Her pftle, pure face all luminouB with thought, 
Still tnm'd her dark and eloquent eyes to heaTen, 
While through their tears a dream of beauty shone. 
And so the mission'd twain descended swift. 
While 'neath that close embrace of team and light 
A lovely rainbow bloom'd in air, and spaim'd 
With luminous arch the Earth ; and, on the bridge 
Alighting, they surrey'd their destincil lionn'. 

Here still they wander, each by Ilouvcn commissioti 
Sorrow and Joy, both equally divine. 
But coward man from the sad spirit stiriiiks. 
Who would so kindly take him by i\w IiiiikI 
And teach him lessons of angelic lori' ; 
Who would up-lead his soul to wondrous scenes 
Of joy and love unspeakable ; who would fill 
Ills heart with sacred tenderness and truth. 
Iliii eyes, that look this earth's gross dust, see not 
Tlie mournful seraph's more than mortal grace; 
And even her radiant sister, "young-eyed" Joy. 
He scarcely knows by name when she doth come, 
Nor recognises as God's messenger; 
Save when she turns, o'erwearied by his coldness, 
To fly afar, — then would he fain recall her; 
For by the glory playing o'er her locks. 
That ray they caught from closing heaven, he knows 
" He eDtcrtain'd an angel unaware." 
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LITTLE CHILDREN. 



*< Of rach ia the kingdom of beaTsn.** 



And yet wo check and chide 
The airy angels as they float about us, 
With rules of so-call*d wisdom, till they grow 
The same tame slaves to custom and the world. 
And day by day the fresh frank soul that looked 
Out of those wistful eyes, and smiling play'd 
With the wild roses of that changing cheek, 
And modulated all those earnest tones, 
And danced in those light foot-falls to a tune 
Heart-heard by them, inaudible to us, 
Folds closer its pure wings, whereon the hues 
They caught in heaven already pale and pine, 
And shrinks amazed and scared back from our gaxe. 
And so the evil grows. The graceful flower 
May have its own sweet way in bud and bloom — 
May drink, and dare with uptum'd gaze the light, 
Or nestle 'neath the guardian leaf, or wave 
Its fragrant bells to ever-roving breeze. 
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Or vreatlie with bitislung grace the fragile spray 

In baahful loveliness. The wild wood-bird 

Ma; plome at will his wings, and soar or sing ; 

The monntain hrook ma; wind where'er it would, 

Daah in wild music down the deep ravine, 

Or, rippling drowsilj in forest hannts, 

Dream of the floating cloud, the waving flower. 

And mnrmnr to itself sweet lulling words 

In broken tones so like the faltering speech 

Of early childhood : bnt our liuman flowers, 

Our soul-birds, caged and pining — they must sing 

And grow, not as their owd but our caprice 

Suggests, and so the blossom and the lay 

Are but half bloom and music at the best. 

And if by chance some brave and buoyant soni, 

More bold or less forgetful of the lessons 

God taught them first, disdain the rule — the bar — 

Ami, wildly beautiful, rebellious rise, 

How the hard world, half startled from itself, 

Frowna the bright wanderer down, or turns away, 

And Icavos her lonely in her upward path. 

Thank God! to suchHissmile is not denied. 
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A SERMON. 

Thou discord in this choral harmony ! 
That dost profane the loveliest light and air 
God ever gave : be still, and look, and listen ! 
Canst see yon fair cloud floating in the sun, 
And blush not, watching its serener life ? 
Canst hear the fragrant grass grow up toward (Jod, 
With low, perpetual chant of praise and prayer, 
Nor grieve that your soul grows the other way ? 
Forego that tone, made harsh by a hard heart. 
And hearken, if you're not afraid to hearken, 
Yon robin's careless carol, glad and sweet, 
Mocking the sunshine with his merry trill : 
Suppose you try to chord your voice with his— 
But first, learn love and wisdom of him, lady ! 

How dare you bring your inharmonious heart 
To such a scene ? How dare you let your voice 
Talk out of tune so with the voice of God 
In earth and sky ? The balmy air about you 
Is Heaven's great gift, vouchsafed to you to make 
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Vocal with all melodious traths, and you 
Fret it with false words from a falser soul, 
And poison it with the breath of calumny ! 
Learn reverence, bold one, for true Nature's heart. 
If not for that your sister woman bears ! 
For Nature's heart, pleading in every wave 
That wastes its wistful music at your feet. 

Take back your cold, inane, and carping mind 
Into the world you came from and belong to— 
The world of common cares and sordid aims : 
These happy haunts can spare you, little one ! 
The dew-fed grass will grow as well without you. 
The woodland choirs will scarce require your voice, 
The starlit wave without your smile will glisten. 
The proud patrician trees will miss you not. 

Go, waste God^s glorious boon of summer hours 
Among your mates, as shallow, in small talk 
Of dress, or weather, or the last elopement ! 
Go, mar the canvas with distorted face 
Of dog or cat ; or worse, profanely mock. 
With gaudy beads, the pure light-painted flower ! 
Go, trim your cap, embroider your visite, 
Crocher a purse, do any petty thing ; 
But, in the name of truth, religion, beauty. 
Let Nature's marvellous mystery alone. 
Nor ask such airs, such skies, to waste the wealth 
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They keep for nobler beings, upon yon ! 
Or stay, and learn of every bird and bloom. 
That sends its heart to heaven in song or sigh. 
The lesson that you need — ^the law of love ! 



A MOTHER'S PRAYER IN ILLNESS. 

Yes, take them first, my Father ! Let my doves 
Fold their white wings in heaven, safe on thy breast. 
Ere I am call'd away : I dare not leave 
Their young hearts here, their innocent, thoughtless hearts ! 
Ah ! how the shadowy train of future ills 
Comes sweeping down life's vista as I gaze ! 

My May ! my careless, ardent-temper'd May — 
My frank and frolic child, in whose blue eyes 
Wild joy and passionate wo alternate rise ; 
Whose cheek the morning in her soul illumes ; 
Whose little, loving heart a word, a glance. 
Can sway to grief or glee ; who leaves her play, 
And puts up her sweet mouth and dimpled arms 
Each moment for a kiss, and softly asks, 
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With her clear, flatelike voice, " Do you love me V* 

Ah, let me stay ! ah, let me still be by, 

To answer her and meet her warm caress ! 

For I away, how oft in this rough world 

That earnest qnestion will be ask'd in vain I 

How oft that eager, passionate, petted heart. 

Will shrink abash'd and chill'd, to learn at length 

The hateful, withering lesson of distrust ! 

Ah ! let her nestle still upon this breast, 

In which each shade that dims her darling face 

Is felt and answer'd, as the lake reflects 

The clouds that cross yon smiling heaven ! — ^And thou, 

My modest Ellen — tender, thoughtful, true ; 

Thy soul attuned to all sweet harmonies : 

My pure, proud, noble Ellen ! with thy gifts 

Of genius, grace, and loveliness, half hidden 

'Neath the soft veil of innate modesty, 

How will the world's wild discord reach thy heart 

To startle and appal ! Thy generous scorn 

Of all things base and mean — thy quick, keen taste. 

Dainty and delicate — thy instinctive fear 

Of those unworthy of a soul so pure. 

Thy rare, unchildlike dignity of mien. 

All — they will all bring pain to thee, my child ! 

And oh, if even their grace and goodness meet 

Cold looks and careless greetings, how will all 

z2 
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The latent evil yet undisciplined 

In their young, timid souls, forgiveness find ? 

Forgiveness, and forbearance^ and soft chidings, 

Which I, their mother, leam'd of Love to give ! 

Ah, let me stay ! — albeit my heart is weary, 

Weary and worn, tired of its own sad beat, 

That finds no echo in this busy world 

Which cannot pause to answer — tired alike 

Of joy and sorrow, of the day and night : 

Ah, take them first, my Father, and then me ! 

And for their sakes, for their sweet sakes, my Father, 

Let me find rest beside them, at thy feet ! 
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''ASHES OF ROSES." 

I p&at'd that Gt>d would take my child — ^I ooold net bear 

to see 
The look of suffering, strange and wild, with which she 

gazed on me : 
I praj*d that God would take her back ; but ah ! I did not 

know 
What agony at last 'twould be to let my darling go. 

She faded — faded in my arms, and with a faint, slow sigh, 
Her fair, young spirit went away. Ah, Gt>d! I /eft her die! 
But oh ! so lightly to her form Death's kindly angel came. 
It only seemed a zephyr pass'd, and quench'd a taper's 

flame, — 
A little flower might so have died ! — so tranquilly she closed 
Her lovely mouth, and on my breast her helpless head reposed« 

Where'er I go, I hear her low and plaintiye murmuring; 
I feel her little fairy clasp around my finger cling, 
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For oh ! it seem'd the darling dream'd that while she clung 

to me^ 
Safe from all harm of death or pain she could not help but be ; 
That Ij who watch'd in helpless grief my flower fade away, 
That / — ah, heaven ! had life and strength to keep her from 

decay ! 

She clung there to the very last — I knew that all was o'er 

Only because that dear, dear hand could press mine own no 
more. 

Oh God! give back, give back my child! but one, one 
hour, that I 

May tell her all my passionate love before I let her die ! 

Gall not the prayer an impious one, for Thau didst fill my soul 

With this fond, yearning tenderness, that nothing can control ! 

But say, instead, "Beside thy bed thy child's sweet spirit 
glides. 

For pitying love has heard the prayer which heavenly wis- 
dom chides!" 

I know — I know that she is blest : but oh ! I pine to see 
Once more the pretty, pleading smile she used to give to me ; 
I pine to hear that low, sweet friH, with which, whene'er I 

came. 
Her little, soft voice called to me, half welcome and half 

blame ! 



"ASHES OP B08BB." Stf 

I know her little heart is glad ; some gentle angel guides 
Mj loved one OB her joyoiwvf ay, where'er in heaven she glides; 
Some angel far more wiaeljr kind than ever I could be, 
With all m; blind, wild, nir>thcr-love, — m; Funny, tends on 

thee! 
And every sweet want of thy heart her care benign folfili. 
And every whisper'd wish for me, with lulling love she sUllf. 

Upborne by its own parity, thy light furm floats away, 

And heaven's fair children round it throng, and woo thee to 
their play, 

Where flowers of wondrous beauty rise, and birds of splen- 
dour rare, 

And balm and bloom and melody divinely fill the air. 

I liushmylieiirt.lhidemy tears, lest he my grief should guess, 
AVIio ivatt-li'd thee, darling, day aod night, with patient 

tern]ernc8s ; 
'Twould grieve bis generous soul to see this anguish, wild 

and vain. 
And he would deem it sin in me to wish ihee back again : 
But oh! when I um all alone, I cannot calm my grief; 
I think of all thy touching ways, and find a sweet relief: 
TJiy dark, hluo, wishful eyes look up once more into my own ; 
Thy faint, soft srniJc one moment plays^-one moment thrills 

thv tone. 
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The next — the vision vanishes, and all is still and cold; 
I see thy little, tender form — oh misery ! — in the mould ! 
I shut my eyes, and pitying Heaven a happier vision gives^ 
Thy spirit dawns upon my dream — I know my treasure lives. 

No, no — ^I must not wish thee back, but might I go to thee ! 
Were there no other loved ones here, who need my love and me ; 
I am so weary of the world — its falsehood and its strife — 
So weary of the wrong and ruth that mar our human life ! 
Where t?iou art, Fanny, all is love and peace and pure delight ; 
The soul that here must hide its face — ^there lives serene in 

right; 
And ever, in its lovely path, some new, great truth divine, 
Like a clear star, that dawns in heaven, undyingly doth shine. 
My child, while joy and wisdom go through that calm sphere 

with thee — 
Oh, wilt thou not sometimes look back my pining heart to see ? 
For now a strange fear chills my soul — a feeling like despair — 
Lest thou forget me mid those scenes — ^thou dost not need 

me there ; 
Ah no : the spirit-love that look'd from those dear eyes of thine 
Was not of earth — ^it could not die ! It still responds to mine ! 
And it may be — (how thrills the hope through all my soul 

again !) 
That I may tend my child in heaven, since Jiere my watch 

was vain ! 
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ASPIRATIONS. 

I WASTB no more in idle dreams my life, my soul away; 
I wake to know my better self — I wake to watch and pray. 
Thought, feeling, time, on idols rain I're lavished all too 

long: 
Henceforth to holier purposes I pledge myself, my song! 



Oh ! still within the inner veil, upon the spirit's shrine, 
Still unprofaned by evil, burns the one pure spark divine 
Which God has kindled in us all, and be it mine to tend 
Henceforth, with vestal thought and care, the light that lamp 
may lend. 



1 shut mine eyes in grief and shame upon the dreary past, 
My heart, my soul pour'd recklessly on dreams that could 

not last. 
My bark has drifted down the stream, at will of wind or 

wave. 
An idle, light, and fragile thing that few had cared to save. 
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Henceforth the tiller Truth shall hold, and steer as Con- 
science tells ; 

And I will brave the storms of Fate, though wild the ocean 
swells. 

I know mj soul is strong and high, if once I give it sway; 

I feel a glorious power within, though light I seem and gay. 



Oh ! laggard soul ! unclose thine eyes. No more in luxury 

soft 
Of joy ideal waste thyself! Awake, and soar aloft! 
Unfurl this hour thy mental wings which thou dost fold 

too long; 
Raise to the skies thy lightning gaze, and sing thy loftiest 

song. 
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A DEAF OmL RESTORED. 

The world — ^the beautiful world around, 
A still, bright dream, stole silently by; 

For a viewless fetter my senses bound, 
And life — my life was one wistful sigh 1 



The hand of pity and wondrous skill 
Has riven for ever that fearful chain, 

And joy — wild, fathomless joy doth fill 
My beating heart and my startled brain ! 

A world of melody wakes around, 

Each leaf of the tree has its tremulous tone. 
And the rippling rivulet's lullaby sound. 

And the wood-bird's warble are all mine own ! 

But nothing — oh ! nothing that I have heard, 
Not the lay of the lark, nor the coo of the dove. 

Can match, with its music, one fond, sweet word. 
That thrills to my soul, from the lips I love ! 

Y 
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I dream*d of melody long before, 

My yearning senses were yet nnseal'd ; 

I tried to fancy it o'er and o'er, 

And thought its meaning at last reveal'd ; — 

For suddenly down through a showery mist, 
A rainbow stole with its shining span ; 

And e'en while the flowers its soft feet kiss'd, 
I read — ^' 'Tis a promise from Grod to man !" 

A promise ? its glory had language then ! 

There was meaning and truth in each radiant line ! 
And I look'd on the heavenly band again, 

To trace those letters of love divine. 

Ah, no ! they were but to be /eft, not read. 

And when its soft colours were blent in the sun, 

And one rich hue on the scene was shed, 
I imagined that music and light were one I 

Each tint, I thought, is an angel's tone, 
And blending above us in chorus sweet, 

With the light of creation its hymn goes on, 
As the quivering colours in melody meet ! 



TDE TALISMAN. 



THE TALISMAN. .-».-: 

My darling child ! beside m; knee v: 

She lingers, pleading low 
For "just one more aweet fairy tale, 

And then I'll let you go !" 

*' So listen, dear, and I will tell 
How once to man waa given, 

An inatrument so heavenly sweet 
'Twas thought it came from heaven. 

Q daintily its stringa were wrought, 
So^quiaitely fine, 
A breath frum Him who made, could break 
The talisman divine. 

"So prompt, too, with its eloquent tones. 
This rare device, they say. 
That, without toucb of human hands, 
A wish could bid it play ! 



/ 
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"In radiant Eden first 'twas heard, 
Harmonious, mild, and clear ; 
And at the sound, each singing-bird 
Its warble hush*d, to hear* 



" From thence, with yarying melody. 
But never with a tone 
So pure, so firee as then it had. 
It pass'd from sire to son. 



" And now, in murmurs soft and low 
As rippling rills, it sang. 
And now with wild, impassion'd flow. 
Its clarion-music rang ! 



" If Love or Pity tuned the string. 
Or Memory ask'd its aid. 
Sweet, pleading notes, the charmed thing 
In tender cadence play*d. 



" If Anger touch'd the quivering chords 
With trembling hand of fire, 
What demon-tones — ^what burning words 
Resounded from the lyre ! 
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** But oh ! when soft Forgiyeness came, 
And o'er the discord sigh'd, — 
How like an angel's lute of lore 
That fairy lyre replied I 



L 



^^ A fearful power the gift possess'd, 
A power for good or ill ; — 
Each passion of the human breast 
Gould sweep the strings at wilL 



^^ And it could melt to softest tears, 
Or madden into crime, 
The hearts that heard its thrilling strains. 
Wild, plaintive, or sublime. 



" The oath within the murderer's heart. 
Fair childhood's sinless prayer, 
Hope's eager sigh. Affection's tow. 
All found an echo there ! 



" What pity, that a gift so rich. 
Attuned by love divine. 
Was thus profaned by impious man. 
At Guilt's unhallow'd shrine !" 



f s 
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^^Her eyes in innocent wonder rused, 
As gravely still I spoke. 
The child into my face had gazed. 
But now the pause she broke : — 



^^ Oh ! were it mine, that wondrous toy, 
That but a wish could wake ! 
Mamma, 'twould be my pride, my joy, 
Soft melody to make ! 



" The evil spirits, tempting youth. 

Should ne'er approach my treasure, 
I'd keep it pure for Love, for Truth, 
For Pity, Hope, and Pleasure ! 



^^ And they should play so blest a strain 
Upon the enchanted lyre, — 
That heaven would claim it back again, 
To join its own sweet choir." 



^^ Keep, keep, my child, that promise still, 
^ The wondrous toy' is thine ! 
E'en now thy spirit tuned it ; — 'tis 
The human voice divine ! 



THB TALISMAH. 



^^ Oh ! ask of Heayen to teach thy tongue 
A true, a reverent tone, — 
Full oft attuned to praise and prayer. 
And still to vice unknown ! 

^^ And rather be it mute for aye, 
Than yield its music sweet 
To Malice, Scorn, Impiety, 
To Slander, or Deceit ! 

^^ Degrade not thou the instrument 
That God has given to thee, 
But, till its latest breath be spent, 
Let Cameienee keep the key!** 
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THE SHUNAMITE, 

" Is it well with those thou lorest ? 

Is thy husband safe ? thy child ? 
Pale, and lone, and sad, thou rovest ! 

Speak !" he said, in accents mild. 

Agony and Faith were blending 
In the mother's trembling soul. 

Human, heavenly thoughts, contending. 
O'er her troubled spirit roll. 

Pale in death, her darling boy 
In that darkened dwelling lay. 

Blooming late with love and joy. 
Now a soulless shape of clay. 

Quivering with her deep emotion. 
All in vain her cold lips part ; 

But the still strength of devotion 
Calms, at last, her heaving heart. 
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Lifting to onoloaded heftyen 

EyeB whose tears she may not quell, — 
Be her moment's doubt forgiyen ! — 

Low she murmur'd, ^ It is well !'' 



PRAYERS OF THE CHILDREN. 

^^ Come hither, George and Marion, 

Come hither, Isabelle !" 
Far off, the mother's voice, and low. 

But on their hearts it fell. 

And George — the rosy, dark-eyed rogue, 

Came bounding at her will ; 
And Isabelle— the darling. 

And Marion, meek and stilL 

^^ Now if you each one prayer to Hearen, 

And only one, might say. 
For what, my precious little ones. 

Would you this moment pray ?" 



262 SACRED P0EM8. 



^^ Oh ! I would pray that God would send 
His bright heaven down to earth* 

Nor take us from our tender friends," 
Said George, in thoughtless mirth. 

^^ And I," said loving Isabelle, 
^^ Would ask, my darling mother, 

That we might go together there — 
Thou, Marion, I, and brother." 

Then Marion raised her thoughtful eyes— 

Our little, dreaming nun — 
^^ And thou ?" — Serene the child replies, 

" I'd say,— Thy will be done I" 



^^« 
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THE SOUL'S APPEAL. 

Father ! wandering far from homei 
Lone, weary, lost, astray, 

In dim and tangled paths I roam— 
I cannot find the way. 

And evil shapes beset my path, 
And evil eyes I meet ; 

1 seek in vain my long-lost home, 
With faltering pilgrim feet. 

At rosy dawn I left, elate 
With thoughtless joy and pride, 

Afar thy golden palace gate 
That swung, in music, wide. 

And now 'tis noon, and weird, wild clonds 

Are gathering in the sky, 
Terrific thunder rolls around, 

The storm goes sweeping by. 
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And yet, at times, a vision dmwns 

A down through vistas dim, 
The lovely palace gleams afar, 

Soft fulls a faint, sweet hjmn. 

I 8ee the shining turrets rise, 

I hear my listers sing ; 
Ah mo ! the sweet dream dims and dies 

Ere I can wave my wing. 

My Father ! hM)k upon thy child. 

Alone, athin^t, astray — 
O, take my helpless, outstretch*d hand, 

An*l lead me home, I pray! 



The flowers I found at early mom 
Are wither*d in my hand; 

I hear a gliding serpent's hiss — 
In doubt and dread I stand. 



The seraph-shapes that walk'd with me I 

At sunrise, long have fled ; j 

The birdlike hopes that flew before, ' 

On starry wings, are dead. ; 
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THE RAINBOW OF THE SOUL. 

When summer clouds are flying 

Before the king of day, 
And tears to smiles replying, 

The moist leaves meet his ray: 



How softly leans the rainbow 
Above the weeping flowers, 

As if the Peris wove it 
In their aerial bowers : 



To guard within its circle — 
Its mystic spell of love — 

Their pure and pleading beauty 
From storms that rage above: 



But holier seems its splendour, 

If Faith but whisper low. 
In accents soft and tender, 

*' 'Tis God who bends the bow !" 

z 
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The child of gloom and glory, 
Of smiles and tears enwove ; 

The blending of earth's sorrow 
With heaven*s joy and love. 



The chain, the radiant garland. 
That links this world of ours 

With that unseen and far land 
Where grow the rainbow's flowers. 



And not when Nature, lonely, 
Mourns for the smile of Heaven^ 

Not then, my Father, only 
Thy promise bow is given. 



When to some sacred duty 
We turn with soul intent. 

Then beams that braid of beauty 
About our path-way bent. 



It spans the fount of Feeling, 
In Pity's path it springs, 

And floats o'er Love, revealing, 
To Him, its angel wing%. 



J 
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When up through Sorrow's mourning 

We trusting look to Thee, 
In soften'd glory burning, 

Hope's sunny bow we see. 



When Error's clouds are riven, 
And Truth's calm voice is heard, 

It glides in light frood heaven. 
Like some celestial bird. 



When o'er some fault or failing 
Our tears repentant flow. 

Its tenderest tints unveiling. 
Descends that shining bow. 



^Vhen Passion's storm is conquer'd. 
And Peace looks smiling through. 

Its glowing garland circles 
The spirit pure and true* 



But most — oh ! most divinely. 
When o'er a foe forgiven 

We lean in love benignly, 
The Iris bends from heaven. 
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Oh, Father ! from all error 
So clear our spirit's eyes 

That we may see thy promise 
For ever in the skies. 



HYMN. 

Approach not the altar 
With gloom in thy soul ; 

Nor let thy feet falter 
From terror's control ! 

God loves not the sadness 
Of fear and mistrust ; 

Oh serve Him with gladness — 
The Gentle, the Just ! 

His bounty is tender, 
His being is Love, — 

His smile fills with splendour 
The blue arch above. 



HYMN. 269 



Confiding, believing, 
Oh ! enter always 
^^ His courts with thanksgiving — 
His portals with prabe !" 

Nor come to the temple 
With pride in thy mien ; 

But lowly and simple, 
In courage serene* 

Bring meekly before Him 

The faith of a child : 
Bow down and adore him, 

With heart undefiled ; 

And " by the still waters,*' 
And through the green shade, 

With Zion's glad daughters, 
Thy path shall be made ! 



1*2 
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A HYMN AT SUNSET. 

Father of all ! my Father ! 

Oh, name revered and sweet ! 
Bend Thou benignly to my heart, 

And hear its blissful beat. 

It thanks thee fondly, fervently, 

For all this changeful day, — 
For the soft cloud, that floats through heaven,- 

The wavelet's luminous play,^- 

The pleasant light, — the azure air, — 

The balmy breath of flowers, — 
For every bright and beautiful thing 

That gilds the gliding hours : 

For the calm, thoughtful tenderness 

That watches o*er my way. 
So truly and so trustfully, 

I cannot go astray : 
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For the two little soul-flowers 

Thou gavest to my care, 
Who, to my spirit, pleading, look 

For dew and light and air ; 

And for that rare and dear delight, 

All earthly joy above. 
The frank and eloquent interchange 

Of thought, with one I love ; — 

But most I thank thee. Father ! 

With faith undimm'd and free, 
For the deep, sacred, treasured griefs 

Which brought me first to Thee ! 
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FOR THE DEDICATION OF THE HOME OF 

THE FRIENDLESS. 

Thou, whose love is always o'er us, 

Wheresoe'er our wanderings be, — 
Thou, whose angels float before us. 

Viewless, luring all to Thee ! — 

Gazing through the clouds of sorrow. 

With a pitying smile, whose ray 
Paints thy promise for the morrow. 

In the glowing rainbow's play : — 

Thou, who speakest worlds to being. 

Deign our humble Home to bless ! 
Where the lone and friendless, fleeing. 

Shall Thy guiding hand confess. 

Unto Thee thus consecrating 

Our glad work, in happy bands. 
Here may we abide, awaiting 

Thine own ^^ house not made with hands." 
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GOD LOVES HIM STILL. 

Remember ye, who, in your pride, 
A guilty brother cast aside, 
All human hearts to love will thrill, 
And though he sin — God loves him still ! 



God loves him still — and loves the more. 
Because to all he knew before, 
A heavier weight of wo and pain 
Is added by your cold disdain. 



Ah ! once, in dimpled childhood's hour, 
As pure, as guileless as the flower 
That in his little hand he press'd. 
He smiled — by all around caressed ! 



Yc ne'er can know, how, ray by ray, 
And tint by tint, in Life's affray, 
His soul — a wilted, faded flower, 
Has lost the light of childhood's hour ! 
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Ye ne'er can know what mighty grief 
Perchance in madness sought relief. 
Or how, by Error led astray, 
At last the wanderer lost his way! 



Ye ne'er can know what wrong or strife 
Has blurr'd for him the leaf of Life ; 
But He who reads it — ^good or ill — 
With pitying eyes — He loves him still ! 



Ah ! to no heart, though dark and drear 
From Heaven it stray, can sin be dear ! 
And they, who most the siren know. 
Must loathe the most her haunts of wo. 



Beware, lest, while that erring heart. 
By suffering learns " the better part," 
Your own, secure in pride, be steel'd, 
And meet the judgment unanneal'd ! 



And thou, poor sinner, who dost know. 
Of guilt, the shame, the wrong, the wo ; 
Who feel'st too well that sin can claim 
The only sorrow worth the name ; 
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Turn thou from those, who turn from thee — 
From him who should thy brother be. 
And while thou weep'st, with grateful thrill, 
Look up to Heaven — God loves thee still ! 



MUSIC. 

The Father spake ! In grand reverberations 
Through space roird on the mighty music-tide, 

While to its low, majestic modulations. 
The clouds of chaos slowly swept aside. 

The Father spake — a dream, that had been lying 
Ilush'd from eternity in silence there. 

Heard the pure melody, and low replying. 
Grew to that music in the wondering air — 

Grew to that music — slowly, grandly waking. 
Till bathed in beauty — it became a world ! 

Led by his voice, its spheric pathway taking. 

While glorious clouds their wings around it furl'd. 
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Nor yet has ceased that sound, his love reyealingy 
Though, in response, a universe moves by ; 

Throughout eternity its echo pealing, 
World after world awakes in glad reply. 

And wheresoever, in his grand creation, 

Sweet music breathes — in wave, or bird, or soul- 

'Tis but the faint and far reverberation 

Of that great tune to which the planets roll. 



THE WORSHIP OF NATURE. 

A LiviNa poem round me breathes 
Light, colour, melody, and air — 

In all, divinest music wreathes. 

Through earth and sky — Creation's prayer. 

The dreaming cloud sails by in heaven, 
Its gliding shadow dims the grass. 

That tranquil takes whate*er is given, 
Breeze, shade, and sunshine as they pass ; 
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And ever as it grows, it sings 

Its own sweet hymn of lowly love; 

Soft on its faintly fragrant wings, 
The fairy murmur floats above. 

The lightest chord of Nature's lyre. 
For ever tuned to joy and praise ! — 

0, happy heart ! join thou the choir — 
With breeze and bird the anthem raise. 

As meekly springs the dew-fed grass. 

With softest song, through shade and shiney 

Oh ! trustful let the shadows pass. 
And grow to meet the light divine. 
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THE SOUL'S LAMENT FOR HOME. 

As 'plains the home-sick ocean-shell, 

Far from its own remember*d sea, 
Repeating, like a fairy spell 

Of love, the charmed melody 
It learn 'd within that whispering wave. 

Whose wondrous and mysterious tone 
Still wildly haunts its winding cave 

Of pearl, with softest music-moan — 

So asks my home-sick soul below, 

For something loved, yet undefined ; 
So mourns to mingle with the flow 

Of music, from the Eternal Mind ; 
So murmurs, with its child-like sigh, 

The melody it leam'd above, 
To which no echo may reply. 

Save from thy voice, Celestial Love ! 
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HYMN TO THE VIRGIN. 

Mother of the spirit-child ! 

Of the guileless and the meek 
Mournful are thine eyes, but mild 
With a beauty from above ; 
Pale, but eloquent with love, 
Thy youthful brow and cheek ! 
Thou, oh ! thou hast known a parent's wasting grief! 
A suppliant parent kneels, imploring thy relief ! 

By the pure and solemn joy 

Filling all thy maiden breast, 
When the precious heaven-bom boy. 
Glowing with celestial charms, 
Lay within those virgin arms 
A bright and wondrous guest ! 
Hear, in mercy, hear the faltering voice of grief ! 
A suppliant mother kneels, imploring thy relief! 
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By thine anguish in that hour, 

Hour of wo and dread, when Death 
Dared to stay the awful power, 
High, majestic, yet benign ; 
Dared to seal the truths divine 
Which dwelt upon his breath ! 
By thy hope, thy trust, thy rapture, and thy grief, 
Oh ! sainted Marie ! send this breaking heart relief! 
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But, on the faith of a poet, the rest 
Is but a libel and should be suppress'd. 

Say that she met him there, face unto face ! 
Soft o*er the savage, the magic of grace, 
Sweetness and purity, beauty and love, 
Stole to his heart like the coo of a dove. 

One earnest look of those eloquent eyes — 
One music-tone of her childish surprise — 
Melted the iron of evil design 
Into soft homage for grace so divine ; 



And if he spoke to her — so goes the tah 
These must have been the words growl'd on the gale 
" Flower of the spring-tide, graceful and wild, 
Never come harm to thee, beautiful child ! 

Speed on thine errand, unconscious of art. 
Bloom on thy young cheek, and love in thy heart ! 
Bare to the sunset those soft waving curls, 
Fearless and frolicsome, fairest of girls ! 
See how yon changing sky fades with the day ! 
Little Red Riding-Hood, haste on thy way !" 
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THE LIFE-VOYAGE. 

Once in the olden time there dwelt, 

Beside the sounding sea, 
A little maid — her garb was coarse. 

Her spirit pure and free. 

Her parents were an humble twain, 

And poor as poor could be ; 
Yet gayly sang the guileless child, 

Beside the sounding sea. 

The hut was bare, and scant the fare. 

And hard her little bed ; 
But she was rich ! A single gem 

Its beauty round her shed. 

She walked in light ! — 'twas all her wealth- 
That pearl, whose lustrous glow 

Made her white forehead dazzling fair, 
And pure as sunlit snow. 
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Her parents died ! With tears she cried, 

" God will my father be !" 
Then launched alone her shallop light, 

And bravely put to sea. 



The sail she set was virgin-white, 

As inmost lily leaf, 
And angels whispered her from heaven. 

To loose it or to reef. 



And ever on the dancing prow 
One glorious brilliant burn'd, 

By whose clear ray she read her way, 
And every danger learn'd : 



For she had hung her treasure there. 
Her heaven-illumined pearl ! 

And so she steer'd her lonely bark. 
That fair and guileless girl ! 



The wind was fresh, the sails were free. 
High dash'd the diamond spray. 

And merrily leaping o'er the sea. 
The light skiff left the bay ! 
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But soon false, evil spirits came, 
And strove, with costly lore, 

To bribe her maiden heart to shame, 
And win her jewel pure. 



They swarm*d around the fragile boat, 
They brought her diamonds rare, 

To glisten on her graceful throat. 
And bind her flowing hair ! 



They brought her gold from Afrio-Iand, 
And from the sea-king*s throne 

They pilfer*d gems, to grace her hand 
And clasp her virgin zone. 



But still she shook the silken curl 
Back from her beaming eyes, 

And cried — " I bear my spotless pearl 
Home, home to yonder skies ! 



^' Now shame ye not your ocean gems 
And Eastern gold to show ? 
Behold ! how mine outbums them all ! 
God's smile is in its glow !" 
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Fair blows the wind, the sail swells free, 
High shoots the diamond spray, 

And merrily o'er the murmuring sea 
The light boat leaps away ! 



They swarm'd around the fragile bark, 
They strove with costlier lure 

To bribe her maiden heart to shame, 
And win her jewel pure. 



" We bring thee rank — we bring thee power- 
We bring thee pleasures free — 
No empress, in her silk-hung bower, 
May queen her realm like thee ! 



" Now yield us up the one white pearl ! 
'Tis but a star, whose ray 
Will fail thee, rash, devoted girl, 
When tempests cloud thy way." 



But still she smiled a loftier smile, 
And raised her frank, bright eyes. 

And cried — " I bear my vestal star 
Home, home to yonder skies !" 
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The wind is fresh — the sail swells free — 

High shoots the diamond spray ! 
And merrily o'er the moaning sea 

The light boat leaps away ! 



Suddenly, stillness broods around, 

A stillness as of death, 
Above, below — no motion, sound! 

Hardly a struggling breath ! 



Then wild and fierce the tempest came, 
The dark wind-demons clash'd 

Their weapons swift — the air was flame ! 
The waves in madness dash*d ! 



They 8warm*d around the tossing boat — 
" Wilt yield thy jewel nowf 

Look ! look ! already drench'd in spray. 
It trembles at the prow. 



^^ Be ourB the gem ! and safely launch'd 
Upon a summer sea, 
Where never cloud may frown in heaven, 
Thy pinnace light shall be !" 
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But Still she smiles a fearless smile, 
And raised her trusting eyes, 

And cried — '' I bear my talisman 
Home, home to yonder skies !" 



And safe through all that blinding storm 

The true bark floated on, 
And soft its pearl-illumined prow 

Through all the tumult shone ! 



An angel, guided through the clouds 
By that most precious light, 

Flew down the fairy helm to take. 
And steer the boat aright. 



Then died the storm upon the sea ! 

High dash'd the diamond spray. 
And merrily leaping, light and free. 

The shallop sail'd away. 



And meekly, when at eve her bark 
Its destined port had found, 

She moor'd it by the mellow spark 
Her jewel shed around ! 
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Wouldst know the name the maiden wore ? 

'Twas Innocence — like thine ! 
Wouldst know the pearl she nobly bore ? 

'Twas Truth — a gem divine ! 

Thou hast the jewel — keep it bright, 

Undimm*d by mortal fear, 
And bathe each stain upon its light 

With Grief's repentant tear ! 

Still shrink from falsehood's fairest guise, 

By flattery unbeguiled ! 
Still let thy heart speak from thine eyes, 

My pure and simple child ! 
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DREAM-MUSIC; OR, THE SPIRIT-LUTE, 

There — Pearl of Beauty ! lightly press, 
With yielding form, the yielding sand ; 

And while you sifl the rosy shells, 
Within your dear and dainty hand. 

Or toss them to the heedless waves, 
That reck not how your treasures shine, 

As oft you waste on careless hearts 
Your fancies, touch'd with light divine, 

I'll sing a lay — more wild than gay — 

The story of a magic lute ; 
And as I sing, the waves shall play 

An order'd tune, the song to suit. 

In silence flowed our grand old Rhine ; 

For on his breast a picture bum'd. 
The loveliest of all scenes that shine 

Where'er his glorious course has tum*d. 
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That radiant morn the peasants saw 

A wondrous vision rise in light, 
They gazed, with blended joy and awe — 

A castle crown'd the beetling height ! 



Far up amid the amber mbt, 

That softly wreathes each mountain-spire, 
The sky its clustered columns kissed, 

And touch* d their snow with golden fire ; 



The vapour parts — against the skies, 
In delicate tracery on the blue. 

Those graceful turrets lightly rise, 
As if to music there they grew ! 



And issuing from its portal fair, 
A youth descends the dizzy steps ; 

The sunrise gilds his waving hair, 
From rock to rock he lightly leaps — 



lie comes — the radiant, angel-boy ! 

He moves with more than human grace ; 
His eyes are filFd with earnest joy. 

And heaven is in his beauteous face. 
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And whether bred the stars among, 
Or in that luminous palace bom, 

Around his airy footsteps hung 
The light of an immortal mom. 



From steep to steep he fearless springs. 
And now he glides the throng amid. 

So light, as if still play*d the wings 
That 'neath his tunic sure are hid ! 



A fairy lute is in his hand — 

He parts his bright, disordered hair, 

And smiles upon the wondering band, 
A strange, sweet smile, with tranquil air. 



Anon, his blue, celestial eyes 
He bent upon a youthful maid. 

Whose looks met his in still surprise. 
The while a low, glad tone he play*d — 



Her heart beat wildly — in her face 
The lovely rose-light went and came ; 

She clasp*d her hands with timid grace, 
In mute appeal, in joy and shame ! 
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Then slow he turned — ^more wildly breathed 
The pleading lute, and by the sound 

Through all the throng her steps she wreathed. 
As if a chain were o'er her wound. 



All mute and still the group remain'd. 
And watched the charm, with lips apart, 

While in those linked notes enchain'd, 
The girl was led, with listening heart : — 



The youth ascends the rocks again. 
And in his steps the maiden stole, 

While softer, holier grew the strain, 
Till rapture thrill'd her yearning soul ! 



And fainter fell that fairy tune ; 

Its low, melodious cadence wound, 
Most like a rippling rill at noon. 

Through delicate lights and shades of sound : 



And with the music, gliding slow. 

Far up the steep, their garments gleam ; 

Now through the palace gate they go ; 
And now — it vanished like a dream ! 
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Still frowns above thy waves, Rhine ! 

The mountain's wild terrific height. 
But where has fled the work divine, 

That lent its brow a halo-light ? 



Ah ! springing arch and pillar pale 

Had melted in the azure air ! 
And she — ^the darling of the dale — 

She too had gone — ^but how — and where ? 



Long years rolFd by — and lo ! one mom, 
Again o'er regal Rhine it came. 

That picture from the dream-land borne, 
That palace built of frost and flame. 

Behold ! within its portal gleams 

A heavenly shape— oh ! rapturous sight ! 

For lovely as the light of dreams 

She glides adown the mountain-height ! 

She comes ! the loved, the long-lost maid ! 

And in her hand the charm^ lute ;; 
But ere its mystic tune was play'd 

She spake — the peasants listen'd mute — 
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She told how in that instrument 
Was chained a world of winged dreams ; 

And how the notes that from it went 
Revealed them as with lightning gleams ; 



And how its music's magic braid 
0*er the unwary heart it threw, 

Till he or she whose dream it play'd 
Was forced to follow where it drew. 



She told how on that marvellous day 
Within its changing tune she heard 

A forest-fountain's plaintive play, 
A silver trill from far-off bird ; 



And how the sweet tones, in her heart, 
Had changed to promises as sweet, 

That if she dared with them depart, 

Each lovely hope its heaven should meet. 



And then she play'd a joyous lay, 
And to her side a fair child springs. 

And wildly cries — " Oh ! where are they! 
Those singing-birds, with diamond wings?*' 
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Anon a loftier strain is heard, 

A princely youth beholds his dream ; 

And by the thrilling cadence stirr'd. 
Would follow where its wonders gleam. 

Still play'd the maid — and from the throng — 
Receding slow — the music drew 

A choice and lovely band along — 
The brave — the beautiful — the true ! 

The sordid — worldly^-cold — remain'd, 
To watch that radiant troop ascend ; 

To hear the fading fairy strain ; 

To see with heaven the vision blend ! 

And ne'er again, o'er glorious Rhine, 

That sculptured dream rose calm and mute ; 

Ah ! would that now once more 'twould shine, 
And / could play the fairy lute ! 

I'd play, Marid, the dream I see. 

Deep in those changeful eyes of thine, 

And thou perforce should'st follow me^ 
Up — ^up where life is all divine ! 



LUCY'S GEM. 297 



LUCY'S GEM. 

" You'vB read, my pet, in olden story, 
That oft o'er royal infant's bed, 
Some mystic gift of grace or glory 
By fairy hands was shed. 



^^ I know a child in modern days, 

Who, when a baby, thus was bless'd ; 
But 'twas by One of rarer skill 
Than fays of old possess' d. 



'' This Being, kind as powerful, lent 
The child two wondrous living gems, 
More precious than the costliest stone 
In Eastern diadems." 



" Mamma ! and were they all her own ? 
And might she always with them play? 
What colour were the toys, mamma ? 
What kind of stones were they?" 
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^^ Two beaming sapphires ! Heaven's own light 
And colour shone within them soft ; 
But clouds would o'er them flit at times, 
And dew would dim them oft. 



^'Each in an ivory casket kept. 

Whose lid was moved on viewless hinge. 
With azure scroll-work all inlaid. 
And trimm'd with silken fringe. 



^' Sometimes the child the caskets lock'd, 
And kept them closed for many an hour ; 
And none could lift the little lids, 
Save the kind Giver's power. 



^'But then, when He commanded her 
To ope each tiny oval case. 
The gems within, by some strange charm. 
Had gain'd new light and grace. 



^' And fair they shone from mom till night. 
Those treasures, 'neath the lifted lid ; 
But when the gems of heaven came out, 
The gems of earth were hid ; 
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" For oh ! 80 delicately wrought, 

So dainty, and so pure were they, 
The lamp-light and the evening air 
Would dim their azure ray. 



'^ In each white case a magic well, 
A little, fairy, charmed thing, 
At times, to bathe the jewels, pour'd 
Its never-failing spring. 



'^ But more amazing gifts than these, 
Each tiny talisman possessed ; 
Now was she not a favoured child. 
To be 80 richly bless'd ? 



'^ No sooner did she raise the lid, 

Than suddenly, in each gem of light, 
A perfect little picture came. 
In colours pure and bright ! 



^^ 'Twas painted with consummate art, 
'Twas copied with a skill divine. 
From whatsoever chanced, just then, 
Before the gem to shine. 
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'' Was it a friend's beloved face ? 

Not Raphael's self the breathing form 
With such celestial truth could trace, 
So life-like, bright, and warm ! 



'^ Was it a landscape ? Lo ! within 

Her jewels waved the foliage green, — 
Hill, river, cot, and cloud were there, 
And heaven o'erarch'd the scene. 



'^ All day, the great, good sun for them 
New pictures of delight would weave, 

' The crimson coming of the mom, 
The funeral pomp of eve.' 



*' The tiniest flower that deck'd the bower. 
Was imaged in each azure gem ; 
For them the rainbow smiled from heaven ; 
The stars came out for them ! 



'^ But oh ! most wonderful of all ! 

These faithful friends to none betray 'd 
The shifting pageant, as it pass'd. 
Save to the little maid. 
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^^ When others gazed, they only saw 
A deep blue light, that softly smiled, 
Untroubled, save at times by tears, 
Shed o'er them by the child. 



^' Though deep within, e'en while they look'd. 
The mimic diorama play'd, 
The gazers could but guess at it, 
It smiled but on the maid." 



'^ Mamma ! mamma ! who was the child ?" 
" Her name, my love, was Lucy Grey." 

'^ Why ! that's my name ! you know^ mamma, 
/Ve no such toys as they !*' 



'' Indeed you have ! This very hour, 
There is a portrait in them drawn 
Of one you love. Go now, my child, 
And shut them till the dawn." 



" sweet mamma ! I've caught you now ; 

You needn't try to look demure ; 

You've made a cunning story out; 

But I am right, I'm sure. 

so 
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'* Your$ is the portrait painted there, 
In colours beautiful and bright ; 
1*11 shut jou up, and keep you in. 
To dream about ! Good-night !" 

" Stay, Lucy, love ; youll not forget, 
When you repeat your nighUj prayer, 
To thank the Giver of all good 
For gifts so rich, so fair?" 

^^No, dear mamma! and I will try 
To keep my spirit pure and true. 
That so the costly gems lie gave 
Lose not their heavenly hue." 
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THE LUTIN-STEED. 

Old Margaret's wither'd featnree 
Gleam in the red firelight : 
'^ Now stay with me, my grandsons three ; 
Why wend ye forth to-night? 

" The MistraVs mighty wing — 

Hark ! how it shakes the roof! 
This eve the fairy Sabbath is, 
And 9ouh should keep aloof. 

" The Lutins are abroad, 

In thousand forms of might, 
To mock the feeble faith of man ;-' 
Ye shall not forth to-night !" 

Out spake the eldest proudly, 
And toss*d his cluster*d curls,— 
'^ I go to meet my Jacqueline, 
My blue-eyed girl of girls !" 
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Out spake the second loudly, 

" Nor Lutin, elf, or fay, 
Shall keep me from the beach to-night, 

Where foams the flashing spray !*' 



^^ And thou, my fair-hair'd darling. 
My beautiful and bright ! 
Of stories fine, great store have I, — 
Thou wilt not forth to-night ?" 



"Nay, grandam !" lisp'd the loved one, 
With playful, pleading look. 
Thy legends keep till I come back 
With blossoms from the brook !" 



a 



" They're gone !*' old Margaret monnar'd. 
And fierce the Mistral blew, 
And spirit voices echo'd round, 

" Gone ! gone !" the long night through. 
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^' She talk'd of wind and tempest/' 

The careless wanderers cried, — 
^^Now never walk'd the moon in heaven 

With more resplendent pride. 



<^ Ha ! there's old Caspar's horse, 
His mane like midnight flows ; 
Mount ! mount ! away, my little steed I 
How gaUantly he goes ! 



^' He'll bear us to the fountain ; 

We'll have a glorious ride !" 
" Oh ! brothers dear— I fear— I fear !" 

The youthful Adolphe cried, — 



" He goes not to the fountain ; 
I hear the sea-waves roar ; 
And hark ! the tempest raves above ; 
And see ! the rain doth pour ! 



'^ Oh ! turn him ! — ^tum him homeward ! 

How wild — ^how fast he flies ! 

It is — it is — a Lutin-steed ! 

And he who rides him^-dies !" 

sos 
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They strove in vain to turn him, 
They strove to check his speed ; 

The lightning glares — ^the thunder howls 
Around the demon-steed ! 



The ocean heaves before him — 
He neighs with fiendish joy ; 

His flaming hoofs have touch'd the beach- 
Heaven save that hapless boy ! 



The cold waves kiss their white lips, 

And deeper yet they go; 
The cold waves close above their heads,- 

And drown that shriek of wo ! — 



The maiden at her lattice, — 
The grandam at her door, — 

And morning on the misty hills ! — 
But they come never more ! 
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THE LOVER'S LIST. 

^^ Comb, ait on this bank bo Bhadj, 
Sweet Evelyn, ait with me ; 
And count me your Ioyob, fSur lady- 
How many may they be ?" 



The maiden smiled on her lover, 

And traced, with her dimpled hand, 
Of names a dozen and over 
Do^ni in the shining sand. 



*' And now," said Evelyn, rising, 

'' Sir Knight ! your own, if you please ; 
And if there be no disguising, 
The list will outnumber these. 



" Then count me them truly, rover !" 
And the noble knight obey'd ; 
And of names a dozen and over 
He traced within the shade. 
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Fair Evelyn pouted proudly ; 

She sigh'd, "Will he never have done?" 
And at last she murmur'd loudly, 

" I thought he would write but one /" 



"Now read/' said the gay youth rising; 
" The scroll — ^it is fair and free ; 
In truth, there is no disguising 
^at list is the world to me !" 



She read it with joy and wonder, 
For the first was her own sweet name ; 

And again and again written under, 
It was still — it was still the same I 



It began with — " My Evelyn fairest !" 
It ended with—" Evelyn best !" 

And epithets fondest and dearest 
Were lavish'd between on the rest. 



There were tears in the eyes of the lady 
As she swept, with her delicate hand, 

On the river-bank cool and shady. 
The list she had traced in the sand. 
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There were smiles on the lip of the nudden 
As she tuni'd to her knight onoe more, 

And the heart was with joy o'erladen 
That was heavy with doubt before ! 



DE WARRENNE BEFORE KING EDWARD. 

''Now what our laggard Earl befalls. 

In woodland, wold, or pleasaunce, 
When royal Edward's edict calls 
His nobles to the presence ?'* 



From casque to spur his armour shone, 
With princely tread he entered ; 

Straight to the throne he stalk'd alone, 
All eyes upon him centred. 



With clank of spur and clang of sword, 
Riglit martial was his bearing. 

And in the face of his liege lord 
lie look'd with dauntless daring. 
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So calm his glance, so grand his mien. 
No whisper dared deride him ; 

But dark the monarch lower'd, I ween, 
On him who thus defied him. 



Then knelt the Earl, but on his knee 
Outking'd the king before him ; 

And less a subject seem'd than he. 
So royally he bore him. 



The gathering storm in Edward's sonl 
Flash'd out his bent brows under. 

And sudden burst from all control 
His voice's startling thunder. 



"What traitor braves us thus ?" he cried ; 
" What means this martial clangour ?" 
The courtier circle drew more wide. 
To shun his savage anger : — 



" What ho, Sir Earl ! thy vaunted right 
To every rood thou claimest 
Make clear as light, or in our sight 
Thy name and fame thou shamest !" 
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Updrew the Earl his stalwart frame, 

And calm his sword unsheathing, 
Match'd gleam of steel with word of flame 

His haughty spirit breathing. 



'' When courage was the king, mj liege, 
Of lands, my sires, to gain them. 
With this sword wrote their title-deeds ; 
This sword shall still maintain them !" 



He won the day ! From heart to heart 
The electric fire was flying ! 

A hundred weapons round him start, 
The tyrant's power defying ! 




So one great will all else commands ; 

By right and might well shielded, 
De Warrenne nobly kept his lands. 

Nor theirs the barons yielded. 
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ZARIFA. 

SnOOSSTSD BT A 8FAXI8H ITOftT. 

I CANNOT keep the tears back ; 

The tears, that should not flow 
For one who wantonly could grieve 

A heart that loved him so. 

I cannot keep the tears back ; 

The bitter, bitter tears, 
For the sweet memories of the past. 

The fond, fond love of years. 

For many days I doubted — 

Would God it still were so ! 
Would God there were a gleam of doubt 

O'er all that now I know ! 

For many days I doubted ; 

But when he soothed my grief 
With fond assurances of truth, 

Gould I deny belief? 
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It ij9 not that another lores 

His loyal love from me ; 
Though well I know she's lovelier far 

Than ever I could be. 



And well I know the little grace 
That won his passion brief, 

Is worn from my frail form and face, 
By sickness and bj grief. 



No thought like this could make them f ow. 

These bitter, bitter tears, 
O'er the dear memories of the past, 

The fond, fond love of years. 



Not this — though it has blighted 
The one sweet hope I knew. 

That if a world beside were false, 
His generous heart was true. 



It is the unexplained distrust, 
The studied, strange neglect ; 

Ah ! only for a lover lost. 

My pride these tears had check'd ! 

2D 
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But with his love, his friendship fled. 
And that I scarce can bear ; 

For I would be a friend to him^ 
Through every joy and care. 



And oh ! I pine to see his face. 
And hear his gentle tone ; 

And he is near — ^yet comes not here,- 
And I must weep alone. 



I would not blame him by a look ; 

For if I e'er had met 
A more heroic heart than his, 

I also might forget ! 



But I cannot keep the tears back, 
The bitter, bitter tears, 

0*er all the memories of the past. 
The fond, fond love of years. 



I cannot keep the tears back, 
And yet they should not flow 

For one who wantonly could wound 
A heart that loved him so. 
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THE FLOWER LOVE-LETTER, 

Blushing and smiling ! do ye so, 
Delicious flowers, because you know 
To whose dear heart you soon shall go 7 
Ah, give my message well and true, 
And such a smile shall guerdon you ! 
Ilis smile, within whose luminous glow, 
As in the sun, you ought to grow ! 

Rose ! tell him — what / dared not tell. 
When last we met — how wildly well 
I love him — how my glad heart glows, 
Recalling every word he spake, 
(Remember that, thou radiant Rose !) 
In that sweet bower beside the lake. 

Be sure you blush and speak full low, 
Else you'll seem over bold, I trow; 



ni 
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Then hide you thus, with winsome grace, 
Behind those leaves — ^your glowing face ; 
But through them send a perfumed sigh, 
That to his very heart shall fly. 

And thou, my fragrant Lotos-flower, 
With balmy whisper seek his bower. 
And say, '^ Zuleika sends in me 
A spirit kiss — a seal — to bind 
Thy favour'd lips to secrecy ; 
Oh, hide the heart she has resigned. 
Nor let the world, with gibe or scorn. 
Cloud her young Love's effulgent mom." 

Then, Lily, shrink in silence meek. 
And let my glorious Tulip speak ! 
And speak thouy bright one, brave and bold, 
Lest my Rose show me over weak ; 
With stately grace around thee fold 
Thy royal robe of gleaming gold. 
And tell him I, the Emir's child — 
With frame so slight, and heart so wild, 
Still treasure, 'neath this gemm'd cymar, 
Proud honour's gem — a stainless star ; 
And pure as Heaven his soul must be, 
And true as Truth, who'd mate with me. 

And if he answer — ^as he will — 
My faith on that — " I seek her still," 
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Then do thou ring, my blue-bell flower, 

Thy joyous peal, and softly say, 

'^ Oh, wreathe with bridal bloom the bower ! 

For by to-morrow's earliest ray, 

From tyrant's cage — a bird set free, 

Zuleika flies — and flies to thee !" 

But if you mark, in those proud eyes, 
A shade — the least — of scorn arise. 
Or even doubt, the faintest hue — 
Ah, heaven ! you will not ! — ^if you do, 
Shrink, wither, perish, in his sight. 
And murmur, ere you perish quite, 
" Tis we — the flower-sylphs — here we dwell. 
Each in her own light-painted cell — 
'Tis we who made this idle tale ! 
At us — at us — oh, false one, rail ! 
The Emir's child would rather die. 
Than breathe for thee one burning sigh ; 
She scorns thy suit and bids us say. 
The eaglet holds, alone^ her way" — 
Then wither, perish in his sight. 
And leave me to my starless night ! 
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MAY-DAY IN NEW ENGLAND. 

Can this be May ? Can tbia be Msy ? 
We have not found a flower to-day ! 
We roam'd the wood — we climbed the hill— 
We rested by the rushing rill — 
And, lest they had forgot the day, 
We told them it was May, dear May ! 
We call'd the sweet wild blooms by name — 
We shouted, and no answer came. 
From smiling field, or solemn hill — 
From rugged rock, or rushing rill — 
We only bade the pretty pets 

Just breathe from out their hiding-places ; 
We told the little, light coquettes 

They needn't show their bashful faces ; 
" One sigh,'* we said, '*one fragrant sigh, 
We'll soon discover where you lie !" 
The roguish things were still as death — 
They wouldn't even breathe a breath. 
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Alas ! there's none so deaf, I fear. 
As those who do not choose to hear. 

We wander'd to an open place, 

And sought the sunny buttercup, — 
That, so delighted, in your face 

Just like a pleasant smile looks up. 
We peep'd into a shady spot 
To find the blue " Forget-me-not !" 
At last a far-off voice we heard, 

A voice as of a fountain-fall, 
That, softer than a singing-bird. 

Did answer to our merry call. 
So wildly sweet the breezes brought 

That tone in every pause of ours, 
That we, delighted, fondly thought 

It must be talking of the flowers ! 
We knew the violets loved to hide 
The cool and lulling wave beside : — 
With song, and laugh, and bounding feet. 

And wild hair floating on the wind. 
We swift pursued the murmurs sweet ; 

But not a blossom could we find. 
The cowslip, crocus, columbine, 
The violet, and the snow-drop fine, 
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The orchis 'neath the hawthorn-tree, 
The blue-bell, and anemone. 
The wild-rose, eglantine, and daisy, 
Where are they all ? — they must be lazy ! 
Perhaps they're playing " Hide and seek** — 
Oh, naughty flowers ! why don*t you speak ? 
We have not found a flower to-day, — 
They surely cannot know *tis May ! 

You have not found a flower to-day ! — 
What's that upon your cheek, I pray ? 
A blossom pure, and sweet, and wild, 

And worth all Nature's blooming wealth ! 
Not all in vain your search, my child ! — 

You've found at least the rose of health ! 
The golden buttercup, you say. 
That like a smile illumes the way. 
Is nowhere to be seen to-day. 
Fair child ! upon that beaming face 
A softer, lovelier smile I trace ; 
A treasure, as the sunshine bright, — 
A glow of love and wild delight ! 
Then pine no more for Nature's toy — 
You've found at least the flower of joy. 
Yes ! in a heart so young and gay 
And kind as yours, 'tis always May ! 
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For gentle feelings, love, are flowers 

That bloom through life's most clouded hours. 

Ah ! cherish them, mj happy child, 

And check the weeds that wander wild ; 

And while their stainless wealth is giren, 

In incense sweet, to earth and heaven. 

No longer will you need to say — 

'' Can this be May ? Can this be May ?*' 



THE PRISM, THE FLOWER, AND THE 

SUNBEAM. 

Round a lattice low, to twine, 
Rose a graceful eglantine ; 
And within the window near 
Hung a prism cold and clear, 
Where a spirit dwelt apart. 
With a proud but pining heart, 

Like a weary, 

Languid Peri, 
Captive in a diamond palace. 
Catching sunbeams in a chalice. 
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Came from heaven a rover-ray, 
Half for love and half for play ; 
Then, in cadence calm and high. 
Sang the spirit, " Hither fly ! 
I thy blooming love will be, 
Radiant angel ! shine on me /" 

To her bosom, white and cold, 
Stole the ray his wings to fold, 
And the prism glow'd a while 
With the glory of his smile ; 
While the sprite, where'er she tom'd, 
With triumphant beauty bum'd. 

On her heart so still and cold 
Waves the ray his locks of gold, 
Pining for the warmer sky ; 
But he knows not how to fly. 
For the viewless diamond door. 
Where he enter'd, opes no more ; 
And within that crystal cage. 
With a fine and dainty rage. 
He goes storming here and there. 
While his wings of splendour rare 
Beat the bars, and brighter glow 
As he flutters to and fro. 
Till each kindling, waving plume 
Fills the cage with rainbow-bloom. 
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Paler in her peerless pride 
Grew the spirit, as she sigh'd, 
^^ Go ! thou glorious bird of heaven ! 
Go ! the transient spell is riven. 
Life and light wert thou to me ; 
I may perish — thou art free !" 
Then the sunbeam found the door, 
And the prism shone no more ! 
But, ah me, that rover-ray. 
Once again he lost his way ; 
For a bud of eglantine 
Saw his passing pinions shine, 
And she murmur'd, low and sweet, 
^' Now, at last, this heart may beat ! 
Darling ! I have dreamed of thee — 
Well I know thou com'st to me ; 
I have waited for thy light, 
So that I may bloom aright." 

So the sunbeam loved the flower 
One whole, glorious summer hour ! 
And the wild-rose all the while 
Drank the beauty of his smile. 
Giving back, in loveliest hues, 
While their beings interfuse, 
All the joy and light he brought 
When her virgin heart he sought. 
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And she made of love's dear charm, 
Her sweet hours all bloom and balm, 
Showing by a lovely life, 
Unprofaned by fear or strife. 
That her radiant angel stole 
Glowing to her soul of soul. 

When his wings were plumed to fly, 
On them, in one perfumed sigh, 
Pour'd the flower her passionate sorrow. 
Withering, dying ere the morrow ; 
But, unlike the prism, kept 
His bright memory where he slept. 
Blushing purely to the last. 
In remembrance of the past. 

Which the sunbeam worshipped best 
She upon whose haughty breast, 
Uncaress*d and chill'd he play*d. 
While his wings her glory made ? 
Or the little fragile flower. 
Dreaming in her dewy bower. 
Till her angel-lover came, 
With his holy heart of flame, 
Warming hers to life and beauty, 
Making love her dearest duty, 
While her sweet hours, with its charm, 
Had become all bloom and balm 7 
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THE VIOLET AND THE STAR. 

Shall I tell what the Violet said to the Star, 
While she gazed through her tears on his beauty afar ? 
She sang, but her singing was only a sigh, 
And nobody heard it, but Heaven, Love, and I !-^ 
A sigh full of fragrance and feeling, it stole 
Through the stillness, up, up, to the star's beaming soul. 

She sang — " Thou art glowing with glory and might, 
And I'm but a flower, frail, lowly, and light; 
I ask not thy pity, I seek not thy smile ; 
I ask but to worship thy beauty a while ; — 
To sigh to thee — sing to thee — bloom for thine eye, 
And when thou art weary to bless thee and die !" 

Shall I tell what the Star to the Violet said, 
While ashamed *neath his love-look, she hung her young head ? 
He sang — but his singing was only a ray. 
And none but the flower and I heard the dear lay; 
How it thrill'd, as it fell, in its melody clear. 
Through the little heart, heaving with rapture and fear ! 
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Ah ! no, love ! I dare not ! too tender, too pure, 
For me to betray were the words he said to her ; 
But as she lay listening that low lullaby, 
A smile lit the tear in the timid flower's eye ; 
And when death had stolen her beauty and bloom. 
The ray came again to illumine her tomb ! 



GARDEN GOSSIP, 

ACCOUKTINQ FOB THE COOLNI88 BETWKEN THE LILT AND TIOUBT. 

" I WILL tell you a secret !" the honey-bee said, 
To a violet drooping her dew-laden head ; 
^' The lily*s in love ! for she listen'd last night, 
While her sisters all slept in the holy moonlight. 
To a zephyr that just had been rocking the rose, 
Where, hidden, I hearken'd in seeming repose. 

" I would not betray her to any but you ; 
But the secret is safe with a spirit so true. 
It will rest in your bosom in silence profound." 
The violet bent her blue eye to the ground ; 
A tear and a smile in her loving look lay, 
While the light-wingdd gossip went whirring away. 
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^' I will tell you a secret !*' the honey-bee said, 
And the young lily lifted her beautiful head ; 
^^ The violet thinks, with her timid blue eye. 
To pass for a blossom enchantingly shy, 
But for all her sweet manners, so modest and pure, 
She gossips with every gay bird that sings to her. 

^' Now let me advise you, sweet flower ! as a friend^ ' 
Oh ! ne'er to such beings your confidence lend; 
It grieves me to see one, all guileless like you. 
Thus wronging a spirit so trustful and true ; 
But not for the world, love, my secret betray !** 
And the little light gossip went buxzing away. 

A blush in the lily's cheek trembled and fled ; 
'* I'm sorry he told me," she tenderly said ; 
" If I mayn't trust the violet, pure as she seems, 
I must fold in my own heart my beautiful dreams !'* 
Was the mischief well managed ? Fair lady, is't true ? 
Did the light garden gossip take lessons of you ? 
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THE DAISY'S MISTAKE. 

A SUNBEAM and asephjr were playing about, 

One springy ere a blossom had peep*d from the stem, 

When they heard, underground, a faint, fairy-like shout ; 
'Twas the voice of a field-daisy calling to them. 

^' Oh ! tell me, my friend, has the winter gone by ? 

Is it time to come up ? Is the Crocus there yet? 
I know you are sporting above, and I sigh 

To be with you and kiss you ; — 'tis long since we met ! 

" I've been ready this great while, — all dress'd for the show ; 

I've a gem on my bosom that's pure as a star ; 
And the frill of my robe is as white as the snow; 

And I mean to be brighter than Crocuses are." 

Now the zephyr and sunbeam were wild with delight ! 

It scem'd a whole age since they'd play'd with a flower ; 
So they told a great fib to the poor little sprite, 

That was languishing down in her underground bower. 
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^^ Come out ! little darling ! as quick as you can ! 

The Crocus, the Cowslip, and Buttercup too. 
Have been up here this fortnight, we're haying grand times, 

And all of them hourly asking for you ! 



^' The Cowslip is crown'd with a topaz tiara ! 

The Crocus is flaunting in golden attire ; 
But you, little pet ! are a thousand times fairer ; 

To see you but once, is to love and admire ! 



^' The skies smile benignantly all the day long ; 

The bee drinks your health in the purest of dew , 
The lark has been waiting to sing you a song. 

Which he practised in Cloudland on purpose for you ! 



*' Come, come! you are either too bashful or lazy! 

Lady Spring made this season an early entrde ; 
And she wondered what could have become of her Daisy; 

We'll call you coquettish, if still you delay !'* 



Then a still, small voice, in the heart of the flower, 

It was Instinct, whisper'd her, " Do not go ! 
You had better be quiet, and wait your hour ; 



It isn't too late even yet for snow I 
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But the little field-blossom was foolish and vaioy 
And she said to herself, ^^ What a belle I shall be !" 

So she sprang to the light, as she broke from her chaiiii 
And gayly she cried, " I am free ! I am free !" 



A shy little thing is the Daisy, you know ; 

And she was half frighten'd to death, when she found 
Not a blossom had even begun to blow : 

How she wish'd herself back again under the ground ! 



The tear in her timid and sorrowful eye 

Might well put the zephyr and beam to the blush ; 

But the saucy light laugh'd, and said, "Pray don't cry!" 
And the gay zephyr sang to her, " Hush, sweet, hush !" 



They kiss'd her and petted her fondly at first ; 

But a storm arose, and the false light fled ; 
And the zephyr changed into angry breeze, 

That scolded her till she was almost dead ! 



The gem on her bosom was stain'd and dark. 
The snow of her robe had lost its light. 

And tears of sorrow had dimmed the spark 
Of beauty and youth, that made her bright ! 



And so she lay with her fair head low, 
And mournfully sigh*d in her dying hour, 

^' Ah ! had I courageously answer'd ^No !' 
I had now been safe in my native bower V 



THE STAR AND THE FLOWER. 

Au ! yours, with her light-waving hair, 
That droops to her shoulders of snow. 

And her cheek, where the palest and purest of roses 
Most faintly and tenderly glow ! 

There is something celestial about her ; 

I never behold the fair child. 
Without thinking she's pluming invisible wings 

For a region more holy and mild. 

There is so much of pure seraph-fire 

Within the dark depths of her eye, 
That I feel a resistless and earnest desire 

To hold her for fear she should fly. 
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Her smile is as soft as a spirit's, — 

As sweet as a bird*s is her tone ; 
She is fair as the silvery star of the mom. 

When it gleams through the gray mist alone. 

But mine is a simple wild-flower, 

A balmy and beautiful thing, 
That glows with new love and delight every hour, 

Through the tears and the smiles of sweet spring ! 

Her eyes have the dark brilliant azure 

Of heaven in a clear summer night. 
And each impulse of frolicsome, infantine joy 

Brings a shy little dimple to light. 

Her young soul looks bright from a brow 
Too fair for earth's sorrow and shame ; 

Her graceful and glowing lip curls, even now, 
With a spirit no tyrant can tame. 

Then let us no longer compare 

These tiny, pet-treasures of ours ; 
For yours shall be loveliest still of the stars. 

And mine shall be fairest of flowers. 
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THE POET TO ONE WHO LOVES fflM. 

Since far apart our paths moat be 
When thou to thine retomeBt, 

What token shall I bring to thee 
Of love divine and earnest ? 



I hush within my heart of heart 
All wish for word-expression ; 

Be mine, be thine a nobler part — 
Our life be our confession. 



Nor word nor look of mine betray 
The love which is my glory ; 

And thou — serenely go thy way, 
And hide thy dear heart's story. 



Nay, sweet, believe not life will be 
Too dark, too stem a trial ; 

The love with which I circle thee 
Shall need no cold denial. 
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And thou, each hour of thy young life, 

In every graceful duty, 
Shall feel it round thee, warmly rife 

With fondness, truth, and beauty. 



I know thy child-like tenderness. 
That pleads and needs protection ; 

I know thy guileless wish to bless 
My cold life with affection. 



And all the more do I adore 
The sweet reserve of virtue. 

The graceful pride that o'er and o'er 
I've pray'd may ne'er desert you. 



For thou art that ethereal flower — 
No more a fabled wonder — 

That builds in air its azure bower, 
And floats the star-light under. 



Too pure to touch our sinful earth, 
Too human yet for heaven, 

Halfway it has its glorious birth. 
With no root to be riven. 
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A fairy winged, aerial rose, 

The plajmate of the air, 
The Peri of the flowers it glows, 

And floats in beauty there. 

And far from me the wild wish be 
To woo to earth the treasure ; 

I ask not even a sigh from thee 
To cloud thy Peri pleasure. 

But let a life of noble aim. 
Of high and calm devotion. 

Be all the token thou wouldst claim- 
Or I^-of Love's emotion. 
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THE SOUL FLOWER. 

Fair grew the lily, the vestal of flowers, 
Nursed by the sunshine, kiss'd by the showers ; 
Lightly the honey-bee sang of his love ; 
Softly the summer air murmur'd above; 

And the wild butterfly, beaming and blest. 
Folded his frolic wings on her white breast. 
So lent the lily her leaves to the air, 
Woven of snow and light, holy and fair. 

All that came to her went happy away. 
For she was pure, and loving, and gay ; 
Balm, light and melody flew to the flower, 
Making an Eden of bliss in her bower. 

Meekly she bent when the storm darken'd by, 
Brightly she smiled again to the blue sky. 
And she tliank'd God for his kindness and care 
With her hcart*s incense that rose like a prayer. 
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So grew the lily, the vestal of flowers, 
Kiss'd by the sunshine, nursed by the showers ; 
And when Death came to her, in her last sigh 
Up stole the lily's soul into the sky. 



THE "FAIRER FLOWER." 

^' Oh ! are they not most bright and fair?" 
The youthful lady cried ; 
And pointed to her blossoms rare 
With playful love and pride. 

The soft moss-rose, with veiled bloom. 
Droops o'er the hands that tie it ; 

The lily lends its light perfume. 
The woodbine clusters by it. 

But on the lady's lovely face, 

A blush outblooms the rose; 
And 'neath the hand that clasps the vase. 

Less fair the lily shows. 
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A soldier true and brave was he, 

■ 

And croif p'd with loftiest honour ; 
He bent his dark and dauntless eyes 
With soften'd gaze upon her : 

" Dear lady, yes ! 'tis well the bower 
Its loveliest lends to thee. 
But I can show a fairer flower 
^L{ thou'lt but corner with me !" 
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She gave her hand with artless grace, 
She cross'd the room half dreaming ; 

And there he show'd her own sweet face 
Within the mirror beaming ! 
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THE HALF-BLOWN ROSE. 

Ti8 just the flower she ought to wear,— 
The simple flower the painter chose ; 

And are they not a charming pair — 
The modest girl — the half-blown roiie 7 

The glowing bud has stolen up 

With tender smile and bltbhing grace. 

And o'er its mossy clasping cup 
In bashful pride reveals its fatee. 

The maiden too, with timid feet, 

Has sprung fVom childhood's verdi^nt bower, 
And lightly left its limit sweet, 

For woman's lot of shine and shower. 

See ! from its reil of silken hair. 

That bathes her cheek in clusters bright, 

Her sweet face, like a blossom fair, 
Keveals its wealth of bloom and light. 
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How softly blends with childhood's smile 
That maiden-mien of pure repose ! 

Oh ! seems she not herself the while 
A breathing flower — a half-blown rose ? 
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THE FLOWER AND THE BROOK, 

The brook tripp'd by, with smile and sigh, 
And soft in music-murmurs sung, 

While all the flowers that blossom'd nigh 
Were hushM to hear that silver tongue. 

"Ah, virgin violet I** breathed the brook, 
" Whose blue eye shims the light, the air, 
I love you ! — in this true heart look. 
And see — your own sweet image there !" 

The bashful violet bent her brow, 
But as she gazed, she sigh'd in sorrow, 
" Oh ! faithless heart— oh, idle vow ! 
Beloved to-day — betray'd to-morrow ! 



THE FLOWER AND THE BROOK. 841 



^' What see I, in that heart of thine 7 

There's not a flower that blooms aboTe thee. 
But there its image glows like mine. 

Yet, false and light ! you say you lore me ! 

" Go, changeful rover ! — wander free, 

With sunny glance, and voice beguiling, 
And take my fondest sigh with thee, 
To boast where other flowers are 



" Go ! tell the lily and the rose 

Of all the incense lavish'd o'er thee ! 
Go ! wake them from their pure repose. 
And bid them waste their blushes for thee ! 

*' Go ! breathe to them the music low 

Which all too oft beguiles the blossom ! 
But oh ! remember, where you go, 
My latest breath was on your bosom !" 
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THE FLOWER AND THE HUMMING-BIRD. 

Wild and light as a fawn in flight. 

With the glee and the grace of a playful child, 
She tripped to the hill's unclouded height, 

And the dying day around her smiled. 

Sunbeam and breeze were at play with her hair, 
(Where a few wild blossoms were braided low,) 

Wooing it back from her shoulders fair. 
Lighting it up with a golden glow. 

And lo ! as we gazed on the beautiful girl 
With the joy that we ever from grace derive. 

We saw something quiver through one soft curl. 
And struggle and gleam like a jewel alive ! 

What can it be ? For a moment or two 

It burn*d with a brilliant ruby-ray ; 
The next, it shone with the sapphire's blue ; 

And now with the amethyst's purple play ! 



What can it be ? It is changing still 

To an emerald tint — to the sunshine's glow ; 

Can the maiden alter her gems at will ? 
And gift with wings each luminous show ? 

With wings — they are fluttering, tiny, and light, 
Like those which we fancy the fairies wear — 

Ah ! look ! the treasure has taken flight, 

'Twas a humming-bird caught in that golden anare ! 

Silly rover ! you fly from those silken rings, 
Where Love — a light prisoner — hugs his chain ! 

Oh, you never will shut your shining wings 
On a flower so rare and sweet again ! 



IMPROMPTU TO 



Yuu would speak your farewell by some beautiful flower, 
But Autumn has rifled the rich garden-bower ; 
Yet wliile such dear love in your summer-heart glows, 
Ah ! do not regret it ! the tci$h was a Rose ! 
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THE SUNBEAArS LOVE. 

A LITTLE wild flower, lone and sad, 

Was shaded so by leaves above, 
The light that made her sisters glad 

Denied to her its smile of love. 

But once the warmest, sunniest ray 
That ever thrill'd a blossom's heart, 

Through the dark foliage found its way, 
With Lovc*s own soft, beguiling art. 

The wild flower blush'd, and smiled, and wept. 

But trembling let the rover in ; 
Till in her breast it softly slept. 

Too pure, too blest, for shame or sin. 

Bloom, beauty, balm, undream'd of yore, 
Enrich the blossom's beating heart * 

And leaves it had not known before 

Thrill to that warm, sweet smile — and part. 
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In soft surprise, it murmur'd low, 

'^ The rose is far more fair than I — 
Why do you, darling, love me so ?" 

And the ray said, '* I know not why." 



" Nor care I, dear. I only feel 
That thou art all I ask to me ; 
With heaven's light on my wings, I steal 
To find my dearer heaven in thee/' 



And the glad flower, unquestioning more, 
With fond embrace enfolds the ray, 

Till, ah ! the noon has fled, and o'er 
The wildwood fades that Eden day. 



Recaird to heaven, the sunbeam flies ; 

The sorrowing blossom folds its leaves, 
And shuts, to hide the tears, its eyes. 

And still and lonely dreams and grieves. 



The stars float calmly through the night. 
And smile on nature's frailest child ; 

She does not heed their holy light — 
She loves too well her grief so wild ! 
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The night-breeze coining hears her weep, 

And whispers low, "Why mourns my flower?" 

Ah ! then the blossom feigns to sleep, 
And shrinks within her leafy bower. 



And to herself she sings all night, 
" My glorious love, come back to me ; 

I have no joy, no bloom, no light, 
Oh, I am nothing without thee !" 



THE WREATH OF GRASSES. 

The royal rose — the tulip's glow — 
The jasmine's gold are fair to see ; 

But while the graceful grasses grow, 
Oh ! gather them for me ! 



The pansy's gold and purple wing, 

Tlie snow-drop's smile may light the lea ; 

But while the fragrant grasses spring. 
My wreath of them shall be ! 
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THE DYINQ ROSE-BUD'S LAMENT, 

Ah me ! ah, wo is me ! 

That I should perish now, 
With the dear sunlight just let in 

Upon my balmy brow ! 



My leaves, instinct with glowing life, 
Were quivering to unclose ; 

My happy heart with love was rife ; 
I was almost a Rose ! 



Nerved by a hope, warm, rich, intense, 

Already I had risen 
Above my cage's curving fence. 

My green and graceful prison. 



My pouting lips, by Zephyr press'd, 
Were just prepared to part, 

And whisper to the wooing wind 
The rapture of my heart 
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In new-bom fancies revelling. 
My mossy cell half riven, 

Each thrilling leaflet seem'd a wing 
To bear me into heaven. 



How oft, while yet an infant flower, 
My crimson cheek I've laid 

Against the green bars of my bower. 
Impatient of the shade ! 



And pressing up, and peeping through 
Its small but precious vistas, 

Sigh'd for the lovely light and dew 
That bless'd my elder sisters. 



I saw the sweet breeze rippling o'er 
Their leaves that loved the play. 

Though the light thief stole all their store 
Of dew-drop gems away. 



I thought how happy I should be 
Such diamond wreaths to wear. 

And frolic, with a rose's glee. 
With simbeam, bird, and air ! 
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Ah me ! ah, wo is me ! that I, 

Ere yet my leares unclose, 
With all my wealth of sweets, must die 

Before I am a Rose ! 



THE LOST LILT. 

Ah ! mourn her as yon wonld a flower ^ 

The rose will rise again. 
The glory of the garden-bower, 

The gem of Flora's train. 



The harebell, softly, as of old. 
Its tiny time shall play. 

The crocus hold her cup of gold 
To catch the sim's first ray. 



The wild heath-flower her purple gems 
And bells of pearl shall swing ; 

And on the woodbine's waving stems 
The hum-bird plume his wing : 

20 




The jasmine-tree once more shall be 

With starry garlands gay ; 
And dewy blooms shall blushing wreathe 

The rose-acacia's spray : 



Where Spring bestows her first sweet kiss 

Upon oar happy earth, 
Memorial of that moment's bliss, 

The snow-drop shall have birth : 



The violet — childhood's earliest love — 
Shall hide by waters bright ; 

The lithe laburnum twine, above. 
Her coronals of light : 



The daisy — Spring's sweet babe — ^reborn, 
Shall peep the grass between ; 

And cowslips— darlings of the mom — 
Shall star with gold the green : 



The little lily too shall rise, 

The fairy of the field, 
While her small, lucid chalices 

Their soft, pure perfume yield : 



THE LOST LILT. 

And in her boat of emerald green 
The "flower of light" shall lie, 

AtLil float, a rsdiant river<^nMB( 
In peerless beauty by : 

Such wore the Bweotneas, grace, and bloom 

That ta her spirit met '. 
Tbese gifUi ye l&id not in the tomb — 

They live to bleaa you yet. 

Ah ! nothing that is lovely •)]«• ] 
When cold decay 18 near, 

The railiant toal of boauty flies 
Tij seek a holier up hero, 

" She went the way of other flowers ;" 
She droop'd her fnir, young head, 
While o'er her form, in lingeriug love, 
Her soul S halo shed. 

You saw her iiko the lily fade, 

.Ml ! not ill endless night ; 
Above, in some sweet Eden-glade, 

You'll find your " flower of light 1" 



7 
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HOPE. 

Sweet Hope ! dear Hope ! dear beantifiil Hope !" 
I heard a lovely lady say, 
^' I have not seen your winsome face, 
This many, many a day ! 

'^ You sing to others, all day long, 

With childlike, tireless, lightsome glee, 
Some sweet romance, or joyant song, — 
You never sing to me ! 

" You bring to others flowers of spring. 
The fair, the fresh, the richly free, — 
To me no blooming gift you bring — 
Have you no flower for me ? 

" Have you no simplest wild-flower sweet f 
Not one — no violet pure and dear ? 
To bless with balm the cypress wreath 
On Love's untimely bier?" 



J . 
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I waste not the pure dew of Feelingy 
I waste not the warm light of Love 

On worthless intruders, upstealing 
To poison the beauty above. 

Too pure is the place, and too holy. 
For Falsehood and Sin to profane; 

And I heed not how few or how lowly 
The blooms that unsullied remain. 4 

Though lone and apart in their sweetness, 
Those heart-cherish'd blossoms may be, 

While they smile in the sunlight of Truth, 
They suffice to affection and me. 

And you, in your delicate bloom, love. 
Pure, tender, and graceful and true. 

Shall be the queen-rose of my garden. 
And live on Love's sunshine and dew. 

No parasite plant shall be nourish'd. 
My bower's sunny beauty to stain. 

For I'll weed the fair garden of Friendship 
Till only its flowers remain. 
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WHY WELL A ROSE-BUD BLOW? 

I WISH the bud would never blow, 
'Tis prettier and purer so ; 
It blushes through its bower of green. 
And peeps above the mossy screen 
So timidly, I cannot bear 
To have it open to the air. 
I kiss'd it o'er and o*er again, 
As if my kisses were a chain 
To close the quivering leaflets fast, 
And make for once a rose-bud last ! 
But kisses are but feeble links 
For changeful things, like flowers, methinks ; 
The wayward rose leaves, one by one, 
Uncurrd and looked up to the sun, 
With their sweet flushes fainter growing : 
I could not keep my bud from blowing ! 
Ah ! there upon my hand it lay. 
And faded, faded fast away ; 
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You might have thought jou heard it aighing. 
It look'd 80 moumfuUj in dying. 
I wish it were a rose-bud now, 

I wish 'twere only hiding yet, 
With timid grace, its blushing brow. 

Behind the green that shelter'd it. 
I had not written were it so ; 
Why would the silly rose-bud blow ? 



THE LILTS REPLY. 

The Rose Queen to a Lily said, — 
"You bashful thing ! hold up your head ! 
Since Heaven has lavish'd beauty, grace, 
And fragrance, on your form and face, 
Why waste it on the coarse dull earth ? 
Look up to Him who gave you birth. 
See me ! I lift my glowing cheek, 
The holiest airs of heaven to seek. 



'■^•j 
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" Free from my ' heart of heart' I give, 

(The Rose with Shakspeare held commune,) 

Up to jon skies that bade me live. 
My incense, like a low-breathed tune. 

Lily ! look np ! 'tis pleasant weather ! 

Let's brave this changing world together !" 

The Lily to the Rose replied, — 

" I dare not hold so lofty pride ; 

Befits in fair, as stormy weather. 

That I and Meekness bend together ; 

For they who lift too high their heads 

When heaven her sunshine o'er them sheds, 

Too low beneath the tempest lie. 

Forgetful of Love's sleepless eye. 

And lie who gave me sweetness — grace, 

Bestow'd as well my fitting place ; 

And most I show my grateful care, 

By yielding earth what I may spare ; 

And best to Him his gifts return. 

By shedding round me, here below. 
The wealth that fills my fragile urn ; 

He knows how true I thank Him so !" 
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THE PHANTOM-FLOWER. 

The alchemist of old, with wizard power, 
From the pure ashes of Love's darling floweri 
Gould recreate it in ethereal guisCy 
And bid a shadowy spirit-rose arise. 

So from the priceless ashes of your notes, 
The flower-like soul, that fill'd them, upward floats. 
And while the words impassion'd slow consume, 
I watch my rose, my airy angel, bloom ! 



SOjVGS. 



I. "HAPPY AT H05IE." 
Let the gay and the idle go fortli where they will, 
In search of soft Pleasare, that siren of ill ; 
Let them seek her in FaehioD'e illumine li saloon. 
Where Melody mocks at the heart out of tune ; 
Where the laugh gushes light from the lips of the m&idcn, 
While her spirit, perohuiice, is with sorrow o'erl&den ; 
And where, mid the garlands Joy only should braid, 
la Slander, the suake, by its rattle belray'd. 
Ah ! no ! let the idle for happiness roam, 
For me — I but ask to be " happy at home !" 

At home ! oh how thrilUngly sweet ig that word ! 
And by it what visions of beauty »re etirr'd 1 
I ask not that Luxury curtAin my room 
AVith damask from India's exquisite loomj 
The sunlight of heaven is precious to mo, 
And muslin will veil it if blazing too free > 
The elegant trifles of Fashion and Wealth 
I need not — I ask but for oomfort an<l health ! 
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With these and my dear ones — I care not to roam. 
For, oh ! I am happy, most *' happy at home !" 

One bright little room where the children may play, 
Unfearful of spoiling the costly array ; 
Where he, too — our dearest of all on the earth — 
May find the sweet welcome he loves at his hearth ; 
The fire blazing warmly — the sofa drawn nigh ; 
And the star-lamp alight on the table close by ; 
A few sunny pictures in simple frames shrined, 
A few precious volumes — the wealth of the mind ; 
And here and there treasured some rare gem of art, 
To kindle the fancy or soften the heart ; 
Thus richly surrounded, why, why should I roam ^ 
Oh ! am I not happy — most "happy at home?** 

The little ones, weary of books and of play. 
Nestle down on our bosoms — our Ellen and May ! 
And softly the simple, affectionate prayer 
Ascends in the gladness of innocence there ; 
And now ere they leave us, sweet kisses and light 
They lavish, repeating their merry "Good-night!** 
While I with my needle, my book, or my pen. 
Or in converse with him, am contented again, 
And cry — " Can I ever be tempted to roam, 
While blessings like these make me happy at home ?" 



WQT DOH'T BS OOHB? 



n. WHY DON'T HE COMEf 
All the girls io the village save me have gone forUi 
To meet the brave soldiers rcturn'd from tlie North ; 
The; have donn'd the best kirtlo anil bruded their hair. 
And gt^yiy their voices Hng back on the air ; 
But I am too happy to care for my dress, 
Or to biDt) with bright ribands the wild-waving tress. 
For the fairest, and bravcat, and best of the band 
Will claim, ero the morrow, this heart and this hand. 
Hush ! hark ! far away ! 'tis the bugle and drum I 
Now louder and nearer — oh ! why don't ho come i 

I cannot go forth with the others to claim 

His smile — his caresses — I cannot for ebame I 

For my love is too holy, my joy in too high 

To bear the light gaze of each villager's eye ; 

He would think I had changed, I should shrink from his touch, 

I should hate them to see that I Iiive him bo much. 

But here ! oh ! how fondly I'll welcome him home ! 

He knows I am waiting him — why dou't he come? 

Pi'rhaps cousin Mabel has seen him enr tliU,— 

Shf would not be bashful at claiming a kiss ; 

How exulting she look'd as she juin'd the gay girls. 

With those red berries wreathing licr slioilowy curls I 

It is true all the lads say her smile is divine, 

But I don't think her eyes arc so pretty u mine; — 
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So black and so bold ! and they dazzle one so ! 
My Willie loves blue eyes and light hair, I know ; 
He will not forget his own Ellen at home, 
For Mabel or any one — when will he come ? 

I'm weary of waiting : how strangely unkind 

To linger so from me, — I've made up my mind 

I won't kiss him now, when he does — ah ! behold ! 

Who hastes o'er the common with bearing so bold? 

He waves his plumed cap ! It is he ! it is he ! 

Bless his heart — how he flies now he's caught sight of me ! 

Ah ! Mabel may listen the bugle and drum, 

And bewitch the whole regiment — Willie has come ! 



III. TO A DEAR LITTLE TRUANT. 

When are you coming ? the flowers have come ! 
Bees in the balmy air happily hum ; 
Tenderly, timidly, down in the dell. 
Sighs the sweet violet — droops the harebell ; 
Soft on the wavy grass glistens the dew ; 
Spring keeps her promises ; why do not you ? 

Up in the air, love, the clouds are at play; 
You are more graceful and lovely than they ! 
Birds in the woods carol all the day long, 
When are you coming to join in the song ? 



I LOOKED NOT— r SICHED NOT. 84 

Fairer than flowers, and purer than <iew ! 
Other Bweet things are here ; why are not jrou ? 

When are you coming t we've welcomed the rose I 
Everj light lephyr, as gajly it goes. 
Whispers of other flowera met on it« way ; 
VTiij hks it nothing of you, love, to say T 
Vi^j does it tell us of muNic and dew ? 
Rose of the South ! we are waiting for you ! 

Do, darling, come to us — mid the dark trees, 

" Like a lute" murmurs the musical breese ; 

Sometimes the brook, aa it trips by the flowers, 

Hushes its warble to listen for yours ', 

Pure as the violet, lovely and true I 

Spring should hare waited till she coald bring you I 



IV. I LOOKED NOT— 1 8I0HKD NOT. 
I look'd not — I sigh'd not — I dared not betray 
The wild storm of feeling that strove to have way, 
For I icnew that each sign of the sorrow I felt 
Her soul tu fresh pity ami piuwton would melt ; 
And calm was my voice, and averted my eyes, 
As I parted from all that in being I prize. 

1 pined but one moment th«t form to enfold. 

Yet the hand thai touch'd hers like the marble was cold. 



r 
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I heard her voice falter a timid farewell, 

Nor trembled, though soft on my spirit it fell ; 

And she knew not, she dream'd not the anguish of soul 

Which only my pity for her could control. 

It is over, — the loveliest dream of delight 

That ever illumined a wanderer's night ! 

Yet one gleam of comfort will brighten my way, 

Though mournful and desolate ever I stray ; 

It is this, that to her — to my idol, I spared 

The pang, that her love could have soften'd and shared ! 



V. THEY NEVER CA^ KNOW THAT HEART. 

On I thev never can know that heart of thine. 

Who dare accuse thee of flirtation ! 
They might as well say that the stars, which shine 

In the light of their joy o*er creation. 
Are flirting with every wild wave in which lies 
One beam of the glory that kindles the skies. 

Smile on, then, undimm'd in your beauty and grace ! 

Too well e'er to doubt, love, we know you ; — 
And shed, from your heaven, the light of your face, 

Where the waves chase each other below you ; 
For none can e*er deem it your shame or your sin, 
That each wave holds your star-image smiling within. 



CALL MB PET NAMES, DEAREST. 



VI. CALL ME PET NAMES, DEAREST. 



Call me pet Damea, dearest ! Call me a bird, 

That flies to th; breast at one cbenshing vord, 

That folds its nild nings there, ue'or dreanuDg of flight. 

That tenderly sings there in lonng delight ! 

Oh ! my aad heart keeps pining for one fond word, — 

Call mo pGt names, dearest ! Call me thy bird ! 

Call me sweet names, darling ! Call me a flower, 

That lives in the light of thy smile each liour. 

That droops when its heaven — thy heart — grows cold, 

That shrinks from the wicked, the faW and hold, 

That blooms for thee only, through sonligbt and shower ; 

Call me pet names, darling ! Citll me thy flowor I 

Call me fond names, dearest ! Call mf a star, 
Whose smile's beaming welcome thou fecl'st from afar. 
Whose light is the clearest, the truest to thee. 
When the ''night-time of sorrow" stt-als over lifu'a aea; 
Oh ! trust thy rich bark where its warm raya are ; 
Call me pet names, darling ! Call mt thy atu- ! 

Call me dear names, darling I Call me thine own l 

Speak to me always in Love's low tone I 

Let not thy look nor thy voice grow cold: 

Let my fond wurohip thy being enfold; 

Love me for ever, and lovo mo alone I 

Call mo pet names, darling ! Call tn6 thine own '. 
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Vn. COME TO ME, ANSWER. 

Come to me, answer, wherever thou art, 
Life of my being, light of my heart ! 
Follow the music that floats from afar, 
Silvery soft as the chime of a star. 
Fondly it flows from my spirit to thine, 
Led by a magic, unerring, divine, 
Winding to thee like a leaf-hidden rill, — 
Follow and find me ! I wait for thee still ! 

Let not the melody, dainty and sweet. 
Waste its wild pleading, and die at thy feet ! 
It has found thee — to its destiny true ; — 
Follow, oh ! follow the musical clue ! 
Trust ! it shall lead thee to something afar, 
Lovely and pure as the light of a star. 
Come to me — answer, wherever thou art. 
Life of my being, and hope of my heart ! 

Let not a doubt o'er thy pathway arise, 
Chilling thy spirit and blinding thine eyes ; 
Trust ! 'tis thy destiny, sacred and sweet. 
Lures thee to follow her musical feet. 
List to no other lay — look to no light — 
Here is a beacon will burn for thy flight. 
Follow, and find me, wherever thou art. 
Follow the tune to its home in my heart ! 



LADT JANE. 



Vm. LADV JANE. 



Oh ! Mw ye e'er creature bo queenly, so fine, 
Aa this dainty, aerial darling of mine ? 
With a toss of her mane, that is glossy sb jet, 
With a dance and a prance anil a. frolic corret, 
She is (itri She is stepping superbly away ! 
Her dark, speaking eye full of jiride and of ploy. 
Oh ! alic spurns the dull earth with & graceful disdain, 
My fearless, my peerless, my loved Lady Jane ! 

Her silken ears lifted when danger is nigh, 
How kindles the night in her resolute eye! 
Now stately she puces, us if tu the sound 
Of a proud, martial melody playing around, 
Now pauses at once, mid a light caracole, 
To turn her mild glance on me beaming with soul : 
Now fli'et as a fairy, she speeds o'er the plain. 
My darling, my treasure, my own Lady June! 

Tiivc her rein ! let her go ! Like a shaft from the how, 
Like n bird on the wing, she ia speeding. I trow — 
Liglil of heart, lithe of limb, with a spirit all fire, 
Yet sway'd ami subdued by my idlest desire — 
Tliuugh daring, yet docile, and sportive but true, 
ilcr nature's the uohlest that ever I knew. 
How iihe flings hack her head, in her dainty disdain! 
My liiLiiuly I my graceful, my gny Lady Jane ! 
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IX. ELLEN ARDELLE. 

There were music and mirth in the lighted saloon ; 
The measure was merry, — our hearts were in tone, — 
While hand linked with hand in the graceful quadrille, 
Bright joy crown'd the dance, like the sun on the rill. 
And beam*d in the dark eyes of many a belle ; 
But the star of the ball-room was Ellen Ardelle ! 

She tripp'd with the grace of a wild forest fawn, 
Her locks wore the soft amber glow of the dawn, 
Iler cheek, the rich flush of a sunset in May, 
And pure, like the starlight, her eyes' azure ray : 
Light, light as a feather her fairy foot fell : 
Oh vision of loveliness ! Ellen Ardelle ! 

There are hundreds as brilliant, as graceful and fair ; 
But who, with so touching, so winning an air ? 
When softly she raises those eyes of deep blue, 
What soul can resist them ? — I cannot, — can you ? 
Ah ! light heart ! beware the bewildering spell 
That lurks 'neath the lashes of Ellen Ardelle ! 

No jewel she needs, her young beauty to light ; 
Iler glance would out-glow it, if ever so bright. 
Iler blush is all feeling, — her smile is all love ; 
She is tender and faithful, and pure as the dove ; 
But timid and wild, like a mountain gazelle, — 
What fond hand shall tame her, young Ellen Ardelle ? 



AZ0RE-ETED ELOISE. 



AZURE-KYED ELOISE. 



"AzCRB-ETED Eloiso ! beauty is thine, 
P&ssioD kneels to thee, and c&lls thee divine ; 
Minstrels awaken the lute with tliy name ; 
Poets have gladden'd the world with tbj fame; 
PoioterB, half holy, thy loved image keep j 
Beautiful Eloise ! why do you weep ?" 
Still bows the laily her light tresses low — 
Fast the warm tears from her veilAl eyes flow. 

*' Sonny-hair' d Eloise! wealth is thine own; 
Bieh is thy eilken robe — bright is thy sone; 
Proudly the jewel illumines thy way ; 
Clear rubies rival thy ruddy lip's play ; 
Diamonds like stardropa thy silken braids deck ; 
Pearls waste their snow on thy lovelier neck ; 
Luxury softens thy pillow for sleep ; 
Angels watch over it ; why do you weep?" 
Bows the fair lady her light tresses low — 
Foster the tears from her veiled eyea flow, 

'* Gifted and worshipp'd one, genius and grace 
Play in each motion, and beam in thy face : 
^VhcD from thy rosy Up rises the toag, 
Hearts that adore thee the edio prolong; 
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Ne'er in the festival shone an eye brighter. 
Ne'er in the mazy dance fell a foot lighter. 
One only spirit thou'st fail'd to bring down : 
Exquisite Eloise ! why do you frown ?'* 
Swift o'er her forehead a dark shadow stole, 
Sent from the tempest of pride in her soul. 

" Touch'd by thy sweetness, in love with thy grace. 
Charm 'd by the magic of mind in thy face, 
Bewitch'd by thy beauty, e'en his haughty strength, 
The strength of the stoic, is conquered at length : 
Lo ! at thy feet — see him kneeling the while — 
Eloise, Eloise ! why do you smile ?'* 
The hand was withdrawn from her happy blue eyes, 
She gazed on her lover with laughing surprise ; 
While the dimple and blush, stealing soft to her cheek, 
Told the tale that her tongue was too timid to speak. 



XI. LULU. 

There's many a maiden more brilliant, by far, 
With the step of a fawn, and the glance of a star 
But heart there was never more tender and true. 
Than boats in the bosom of darling Lulu ^ 

Her eyes are too modest to dazzle ; but, oh ! 
They win you to love her, if you will or no ! 



And when they glance up, with their shy, startled look, 
Her Boul trembles in them, tike light in « brook. 
There are hrigbt eyes by thousands, black, hazel, and blue ; 
But whose are so lovijig as thoso of Lulu ! 

And waves of soft hair, that a poet would tow 
Was moonlight on marble, droop over her brow. 
The rose rarely blooms through that Itglit, silken mate, 
But when it does play there, how softly it plays ! 
Oh ! there's many a maiden more brilliant, 'tis true, 
But noae so enchanting a« littJe Lulu I 

She flits, tike a fairy, about mo all day, 
Now nestling beside me, now op and away ! 
She singeth unbidden, with warble as wild 
As the lay of the mea<low-lark, innocent child ! 
She's playfid and tender, and trusting and true. 
She's sweet as a lily, my dainty Lula ! 

She whispers sweet fancies, now mournful, now bright. 
Then deepen her glances with love and delight ; 
And the slow, timid smile, tliat dawns in her face, 
Seems fill'd with her spirit's ineffable grace. 
Oh ! the world cannot offer a treasure so true 
As the childlike devotion of happy Lulu ! 
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XII. CARRY CARLISLE. 

The rose — bring the rose breathing sweet through the dew ; 

The shell — bring the shell, with its soft, carmine hue ; 

Bring the blush from the cloud beneath mom's beaming eye : 

I will show you a blossom of lovelier dye ; 

It is Love's dearest flower, and it blooms to beguile, 

It was born on the bright check of Carry -Carlisle ! 

Let Love tune the lute to a light, dainty lay, 

Or soft o'er the air-harp the southern wind play ; 

Let the mountain-rill's low, mellow ripple be heard. 

Or the faint-warbled trill of the far forest bird ; 

To music more graceful I listen the while, 

'Tis the soul-thrilling laugh of sweet Carry Carlisle ! 

Bring tlie rarest and purest of gems from the mine, 
In the depth of whose heart phays a lightning divine ; 
Bring the soft ray that beams through the blue mist of morn 
Bring tlic star-illumed wave ere its glory is gone ; 
I will sh9w you a purer and lovelier smile. 
Beneath the dark lashes of Carry Carlisle ! 



BOIS IDS SANQ, BEAUMANOIR. 873 



XUI. "B018 TON SANG, BEAUMANOIRr" 

FlKHCE raged tlic combat — the foemsn presaM nigh, 

When from young Btiiuinaiioir rose the wild cry, 

Beaumanoir, mid them all, brarcHt and first, 

" Give me to drink, for I perish of thirst !" 

Hark ! at his side, in the deep tones of ire, 

" Bois ton 8AKa, Beaum&noir !" shonted his sire. 

Deep had it pierced him, the foemao's swift BWOrd ; 
Deeper his soul felt the wound of that word ! 
Back to the battle, with forehead all flusb'd, 
Stung to wild fury, the noble youth ruah'rl ! 

Sciirri in liis dark eyt's — his epirit on fire — 
Di'f'ls wcri' liis answer that day to his sire ! 

Still "hero triumphant the yuunp hero came, 

Glory's Iirijiht garland encircled Lis name; 

lint in her bower, lo beauty a, slave. 

llearer the guerdon his iudy-lovp gave, 

While in his shieM that no shame had defaced, 

" Bois ton Bang, Benumanoir !" proudly she traced ! 



1 
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XIV. COME HITHER, YOU WILD LITTLE 
WILL-O'-THE-WISP. 

Come hither, you wild little will-o'-the-wisp ; 
With your mischievous smile and your musical lisp ; 
With your little head toss'd, like a proud fairy queen, 
My playful, my pretty, my petted Florine. 

Did you beg of a shell, love, the blush on your face ? 
Did you ask a gazelle, love, to teach you its grace ? 
Did you coax, from the clouds, of a sunset serene. 
The gold of your ringlets, bewitching Florine ? 

Did you learn of a lute, or a bird, or a rill. 

The ravishing tones that with melody thrill ? 

Ah ! your little light heart wonders what I can mean, 

For you know not the charm of your beauty, Florine ! 



XV. HER HANDS CLASPED IN ANGUISH— HER 

BLACK EYES BENT LOW. 

Her hands clasp'd in anguish — her black eyes bent low, 
With motionless grace, as if sculptured in stone. 

Half vcil'd by her dark hair's magnificent flow, 
Sweet Fazry is standing — a captive — alone ! 



HE DID NOT SAV HE LOVED MB. 875 

" Kara AIj !" — the statue awakes to tlmt oatiiu, 

As tho marble grew warm 'neatb the love^pell nf olil I 
Lo 1 her pale cheek ih kindling with buiiutiful shnme, 
And her eye is on fire with emotion untold ! 

" Frail flower of Kazan I you wore nursed from your birth 
Amid luxuries rarest and richest of eiirtli ; — 
Why left you that home, with the fierce mountain-chief?" 

" I loved him !" she murmur' d, iu passionate grief. 

" So young and so lovely, a cavern your home ! 

Ne'er knguJsh'd that spirit for freedom to roam ? 

Rude dwelling for creative so fragile and fur !" 
" Ah, no I" she replied, " Knm Aly was there !" 



XVi. HE DIP NOT SAY HE LOVED ME. 

11k iliil not say he loved me; yet, oh ! he used to bring. 
To dcL-k my braided tresses, the fairest flowers of spring! 
He dill not say be loved me; but in bis earnest eyes 
I tbiiu^bt I Haw the secret a thousand times arise. 

lie dill not say be loved me ; he did not breathe a vow ; 

I needed no confession — I read it on his brow, 

T met it in his glnnecs ; I heard it in his tone ; 

I ask'd not if be loved me; I felt be was mine own ! 
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lie did not say he loved me ; yet, oh I he used to sing 
Such songs as thrill the spirit, while feeling tunes the string. 
But false his dark eye's smiling, and false my dream as brief; 
Alas I for man's beguiling ! for woman's fond belief ! 

He did not say he loved me ; — why did he ever bring, 
To braid amid my tresses the token-flowers of spring ? 
Why did he look so fondly ? why did he speak so low ? 
Oh ! if he did not love me, he should have told me so ! 



XVII. GAY GIRLS ARE WREATHLVG. 

Gay girls are wreathing flowers in their hair ; 
Fond lips are breathing the wish — the prayer. 

Lonely, the laughter, the revel, I shun ; 
One stealeth after — how welcome that one ! 

Far away gleaming, the dancers flit by ; 
Here sit we dreaming — Memory and L 

Fair beads of amber she counteth the while, 
In the still chamber, with sigh and smile ; 

And, as she telleth her rosary o'er, 
Wild my heart dwelleth on hours of yore. 

Some wing(?d treasure, that flew from my arms. 
Some perish 'd pleasure, each bead embalms. 



I CANHOT FORUET HIM. ; 

All hopes I cherish'd there find a tomb, ; fni^tc* f 
One by one periah'd in glory iind bloom. • •— --*! 

Sound harp and viol ! speed the bright hours ! 
Life's aunny dial they couDt by flowers. 

They — the light-hearted I — ah I dearer to me 
Dreams of the parted than kII their wild glee. 

Still, the past haunts ne ! Mid all Hope can say. 
Memory chants me a lovelier lay. 

XVm. I CANNOT FOIUJET HIM. 

r CANNOT forget him ! I've lock'd up my soul ; 
But not till his image deep, deep in it stole. 

I cannot forget him ! The Future can cast 
No flower before me so sweet as the Past. 

I turn to my books ; but hia voice, rich and rare, 
Is blent with the genius that speaks to me there. 

I tune my wild lyre ; but I think of the praise, 
Tuo precious, too dear, which ho lent to my lays. 

I I'unnot forget him 1 I try to be gay. 
Til (juell the wild sorrow that rises alway ; 

IJiit wilder !t(.d darker it swc-lK, hs I try; 
If licuven could forget hira, so never can 1! 
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I cannot forget him ! I loved him too well ! 
His smile was endearment, his whisper a spell. 

I fly from his presence ; alas ! it is vain ; 
I see him — I hear him — he's with me again ! 

He haunts me for ever ; I worship him yet ; 
Oh ! idle endeavour ! I cannot forget ! 



XIX. LET HIM GO. 

Let hira go ! If a smile could Love's sever'd chain rivet — 
If a sigh could recall him — I'd die ere I'd give it. 

Let hira go ! He shall learn how a woman's deep pride, 
Once roused, can o'ermaster all passions beside. 

While I girlishly trusted each vow that he said, 
A word could have won me, a look could have led. 

For pliant and light, as a flower to the air, 
Is woman's fond spirit to kindness and care. 

But now — not a tear, not a shade shall discover 
One trace of my grief to my false-hearted lover. 

And now — the proud star, that beams purest on high, 
Shall stoop at his bidding as easy as I. 

Let him go ! If a smile could Love's sever'd chain rivet — 
If a sigh could recall him — I'd die ere I'd give it. 



FOB THEE, LOTB. FOR THEE. 



XX. FOK THEE, LOVE, FOR THEE. 
As the bud lingers and looks for the spring, 
For her light fingers to open its wing; 

Folding lip proudly its fresh dew and bloom. 
Wistfully hoarding its holy perfume : 

All undated by sunbeam or bee — 
So my heart waited, looking for thee. 

As the waves darkle till dawning of day, 
Then with its sparkle go dancing away — 

Silent in sorrow, or rocklesB in glee, 

So my wild spirit watched, darling ! for tbee. 

As the bird hushes its love-beaving breast 
Till summer blushes about its warm nest — 

Dreuraiufj and sleeping 'neath winter's control. 
Timidly keeping its song in its soul — 

So have 1 kept, dear, my heart-music free, 
So love baa slept, dear, waiting for thee. 

As the bark breathlessly floats for the gale 

TliiLt shall fjivo life to its lunguisbing sail. 

So my heart panted thy bark, love, to be — 
So it lay idle, asking for thee. 
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As the star listens for night stealing up, 
Ere the fire glistens within its gold cup, 

Hiding till then in the air*s azure sea, 
So my heart listened for thee, love — thee ! 



XXI. I LOVED AN IDEAL. 

I LOVED an ideal — I sought it in thee ; 
I found it unreal as stars in the sea. 

And shall I, disdaining an instinct divine- 
By falsehood profaning that pure hope of mine — 

Shall I stoop from my vision so lofty, so true — 
From the light all Elysian that round me it threw ? 

Oh ! guilt unforgivcn, if false I could be 

To myself and to Heaven, while constant to thee. 

Ah no ! though all lonely on earth be my lot, 
I'll brave it, if only that trust fail me not — 

The trust that, in keeping all pure from control 
The love that lies sleeping and dreams in my soul, 

It may wake in some better and holier sphere, 
Unbound by the fetter Fate hung on it here. 



00. LET ME PHAY. 



XXn. BRAID NOT THE JEWEL. 

Braid not the jewel, love, in tliy hair! 
For such adornment thou art too fair. 

Suite not the diamond tresaes ho light, 
Floating li^e golden mist, changefull; bright. 

Weave its wild lustre through the drtrk brtuiU, 
Whose raven cluster Helen's eye shades. 

There nill it« splendottr fittingly pluy ; 
Thou art too t«nder for such array. 

Take this white rote, lore, stainless ns thon, 
Let it repose, over thy brow. 

Ami us its fragrance softly steals by. 

Sweet as thy balmy breath, pure as thy sigh, 

Tliiiik of the lover, in whose fond sight 
>■<> gem of (tpbir could lend tia'c light ! 



XXIII. go: let me fray. 

Gn \ let me prny, pray to forget thee ! 
Wo worth the day, dear one, I met thee ! 
ilver till then, careless and free, love. 
Never ugutn, thus shall I be, love. 
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Calm in my soul, love had been dreaming, 
Veil'd visions stole, light round him gleaming ; 
One smile alone o'er his rest glancing, 
One only tone, low and entrancing. 

Soft, through that sleep, thine the voice breaking, 
Long shall I weep, weep his awaking. 
Weep for the day when first I met thee. 
Then let me pray, pray to forget thee ! 



XXIV. HITHER— COME HITHER 

Hither ! come hither ! come to the hills ; 
Trip through the woodlands, rest by the rills ! 
Little ones ! hasten, with laughter and song ; 
Come with your tiny feet glancing along ! 

Breezes are blowing, chill is the dew, 
Yet are we glowing only for you ; 
Softly we cluster, sadly we sigh, 
Waiting the lustre of some loving eye. 

Trace by the perfume that floats on the gale. 
Where we are hiding down in the vale ; 
Hiding from all the world, drinking the dew, 
Hushing our timid hearts, waiting for you ! 

Playing ''bo-peep," with the breeze and beam. 
Bending to see ourselves glass'd in the stream. 



HAT, COMB NOT TO ME. 

Little ones ! hasten, with Uoghter and song ; 
Come with your merrj feet dsntung along ! 
Gome to us, sing to us ! chill is the weather, 
Let us die on your hearts, braided together ! 



Cons with that true heart, all petty •loiibts scorning; 

Come with that smile, which ia day lo my ni^^ht; 
Come with those blushes, that mock a Hay morning, 

Dear truant tell-tales of lore and delight. 

Come with that step, like a flower-sylph's in fleetnen ; 

Come with those tresses that gleam as they flow ; 
Come with that lute-tone's inefi'able sweetness; 

Breathe on my bosom its melody low. 

Gem of a life that is joyless without thee ! 

Rose in Hope's wilderness ! bird of Love's bower ! 
Balm, light, and melody floating about thee, — 

Which art thou, darling — bird, jewel, or flower t 

XXVI. NAY, COME NOT TO MK. 

Nay, come not to me, if you sigh for the splendour 
That 'neath the lash lightens, in Beauty's bine eye: 

I have naught but affection true, timid, and tender; 
If this be not dear to you — all to yon — fly. 
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Ah ! seek not my side, if the grace of a ringlet. 
That goldenly floats, too beguiling can be ; 

A love such as vours is, can ne'er want a winglet — 
Go wave it o'er others, but come not to me. 

Oh ! come not to me, if you watch the glow stealing 
O'er Beauty, like roselight of morning on snow : 

No bloom warms my cheek, save the wild rose of Feeling ; 
If this be not dear to you — all to you — go ! 



XXVII. RARE BIRD OF THE WEST. 

Rare bird of the West ! where the pride of the prairie 
Can boast of no blossom to rival your blush, 

Oh, fold for one moment your wing wild and airy. 
And, while I sing to you, your sweet warble hush. 

Fair bird of the West ! where the sky bent above you. 

So fondly it lent half its light to your eye, 
Where the wild flower you tripp'd over looked up to love you. 

And the happy wave paused o'er your picture to sigh. 

You dream'd not, while sporting in freedom and pleasure, 
Of cages and nets that would fetter your wing ; 

But oh I let me warn you — too rare is the treasure — 
The fowler, the hunter have both heard you sing. 



OH NO, NBVBB DEEM HBB LESS WOBTHT. 885 

They are up, on the track— oh ! be prudent and wary— 
They have nets, they have cages of iron and gold ; 

Look well to yoor pinion, sweet bird of the prairie, 
And shame, with that blue eye, the false and the bold. 

There is one who would cherish, and love the least ringlet 
That floats o'er your young cheek, or kisses your neck. 

Who would guard every wave of your exquisite winj^et, 
And toil for earth's treasures your beauty to deck : 

But he has no claim to your lightest smile, Blary, 
He can but sing truly, though may be too bold ; 

^' Look well to your pinion, wild bird of the prairie ! 
Beware of their cages of iron and gold." 



XXVra. OH NO, NEVER DEEM HER LESS WORTHY 

OF LOVE. 

Oh, no ! never deem her less worthy of love. 
That once she has trusted, and trusted in vain ; 

Could you turn from the timid and innocent dove. 
If it flew to your breast from a savage's chain T 

She too is a dove, in her guileless affection, 
A child in confiding and worshipping truth ; 

Half broken in heart, she has flown for protection 
To you, — will you chill the sweet promise of youth f 
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To a being so fragile, aflFection is life ; 

A rose-bud, unbless'd by a smile from above, 
When with bloom and with fragrance its bosom is rife — 

A bee without sweets — she must perish or love. 

You have heard of those magical circles of flowers. 

Which in places laid waste by the lightning are found ; 

Where they say that the fairies have charmed the night hoars, 
With their luminous footsteps enriching the ground. 

Believe me, the passion she cherish'd of yore. 

That brought, like the storm-flash, at once on its wing 

Destruction and splendour, like that hurried o'er, 
And left in its track but the wild fairy-ring, — 

All rife with fair blossoms of fancy and feeling. 

And hope, that spring forth from the desolate gloom. 

And whose breath in rich incense is softly up^tealing. 
To brighten your pathway with beauty and bloom ! 



XXIX. SEMPRE LO STESSO. 

'' S EM PRE lo stesso !'* — the pure stream of feeling 
May show on its surface all shadows that pass. 
The light summer cloud, through the azure air stealing. 
The wild flower that bends like a belle to her glass* 



OHI TELL ME AT ONCE. 887 

^^ Sempre lo stesso !'* — ^the wave msy give back, loTe, 
The bird's sminj pinion, that gleams and is gone ; 
The stars' silyer glorj, the breese in its tracks love. 
The faint smile of twilight, the gray mist of mora I 

^^ Sempre lo stesso !" — the doad and the rose, love, 
The skies' changing beauty, the wing's glowing tint, 
Break not for a moment the stream's pore repose, love, 
They touch but the surface, and leaye not a print. 

'^ Sempre lo stesso !"— deep, deep in its bosom. 

Where the world's fleeting pageants ne'er raffle the ti 
It hoards, like a miser, its own gem and blosscmi. 
And sings to itself all the love it would hide. 



XXX. OH ! TELL ME AT ONCE THAT YOU LOVE ME 

NO MORE. 

Oh, tell me at once that you love me no more ! 
Oh, say you are weary, and hope will be o'er ! 
But let me not fruitlessly waste my soul's life. 
Between doubt and despair, in this passionate strife ! 

It is time, heaven knows, that I turn from my dream ; 
*Tis folly, 'tis madness, though sweet it may seem ; 
And if once from your lips your estrangement I know, 
Fve a pride still at heart, that would rise at the blow. 
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By all the true tenderness lavished too long 

On your bosom, oh ! soul of my thought and my song ; 

By all the wild worship I've pour*d at your feet, 

Oh I soothe me no more with this fatal deceit. 

I seek not your pity ; 'twill deepen the grief 
That can find but in love all it asks of relief; 
But tell me at once that I trusted in vain, 
And ne'er be those dear eyes bent on me again. 

You cannot give back the pure bloom of my soul. 
The freshness, the light that my wild passion stole ; 
You cannot restore me the innocent truth 
That once was the glory and pride of my youth. 

They are gone, and for ever, the joy and the bloom ; 
They are fled like the withered flower's blush and perfume ; 
If your love has gone with them, oh ! listen my prayer — 
Let me rest, though it be in the calm of despair ! 



XXXI. TIS GONE, ALL GONE. 

'Tis gone, all gone, the charm, the dream, the glory ; 

Passion has dimm'd the light in Love's pure eyes; 
Thus was it ever, in all olden story — 

Warm'd by the flame, the rose too early dies. 



SINCE THOU ART LOST. 889 

I read it in thy tone so light, so alter'd ; 

I see it in thy look, so soon grown cold : 
Oh ! hadst thou heard the prayer I wildly falter'd, 

Love yet a while his angel-wings might fold. 

Could we have kept nnstain'd those glorious pinions. 
Like the pure bird of Paradise, whose flight 

Is ever near the sad earth's dark dominions. 
But stoops not, lest he soil his plumes of light ; 

Could we have kept undimm*d their primal glory. 
Nor lured to earth the beauteous bird of heaven ; 

Ours had been then a proud and peerless story, 
And love so pure had surely been forgiven. 



XXXII. SINCE TIIOU ART LOST TO ME ON EARTH. 

Since thou art lost to me on earth for ever ; 

Since never more my lips may breathe thy name ; 
Since 'tis thy will that I not even endeavour 

To learn where beats and burns that heart of fl ime ; 

Ah ! but one boon be mine — the first, the latest, 
That my shy heart could ever ask of thee — 

From the sad solitude in which thou waitest, 
Strike thy wild lyre once more, for me — for me. 

'2x2 
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By the pure fervour of the faith I gave thee ; 

By the wreck'd hopes that nothing can restore ; 
By the lost heart that would have died to save thee — 

Speak to my soul from thine once more — once more. 

Once more ! — one fond, low murmur ere I die, love ! 

Ere the frail form beloved by thee is dust : 
The world will hear and praise the strain ; but I, love, 

Only to my heart will it whisper, " Trust !" 



XXXIII. HE BADE ME BE HAPPY. 

He bade me "Be happy,'* he whispered " Forget me;*' 
He vow'd my affection was cherish'd in vain. 

" Be happy !" '' Forget me !" I would, if he'd let me — 
Why will he keep coming to say so again ? 

He came — it was not the first time, by a dozen — 

To take, as he said, " an eternal adieu ;" 
He went, and, for comfort, I turn'd to— my cousin, 

When back stalk'd the torment his vows to renew. 

'' You must love me no longer !'* he said but this morning. 

" I love you no longer !" I meekly replied. 
" Is this my reward ?" he cried ; " falsehood and scorning 

From her who was ever my idol, my pride !" 



THIS MORN, WHEN AURORA. 891 

He bade me ^^Be happy/* he miinnar*d ^^ Forget me ! — 

Go into the gayest society, Jane !" 
And I would obey him, right well, if he'd let me; 

But, the moment I do, he comes loring again ! 



XXXTV. THIS MORN, WHEN AUBORA ABOVE THE 

LAKE BENT. 

This mom, when Aurora 

To tie up the braids of 
While the gleam of each 

Looked just like a star 

Away from their banquet the fairies I frighten'd. 
For I shook from a wet spray a shower-bath of dew. 

And their luminous winglets all quiver'd and lighten*d 
Like fire-flies around me, as swifUy they flew. 

Their cut-diamond dinner-set with them departed ; 

But one painted vase, full of lilies, was left, — 
Their stateliest treasure — forgot when they started — 

I clasped it and ran^-oh ! forgive me the theft ! 

And take it, dear maiden, — and while you are stealing 
The sigh that my fairy bouquet breathes for you, 

Rewember the flowers of Fancy and Feeling 

We've twined in bright hours too fleet and too few ! 
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XXXV. I KNOW IT— I FEEL IT— HE LOVES ME AT 

LAST! 

I KNOW it — I feel it — he loves me at last ! 

The heart-hidden anguish for ever is past ! 

Love brightens his dark eye, and softens his tone ; 

He loves me — he loves me — his soul is mine own ! 

Come care and misfortune — the cloud and the storm — 
I've a light in this heart all existence to warm ; 
No grief can oppress me, no shadow o'ercast. 
In that blessed conviction, — he loves me at last ! 



XXXVI. HE MAY GO— IF HE CAN. 

Let me see him once more for a moment or two, 
Let him tell me himself of his purpose, dear, do ; 
Let him gaze in these eyes while he lays out his plan 
To escape me, and then he may go — if he can ! 

Let me see him once more, let me give him one smile. 
Let me breathe but one word of endearment the while ; 
I ask but that moment — my life on the man ! 
Does he think to forget me ? He may — ^if he can ! 



XXXTTL OHl FRAGILE AND FAIR. 
Oh ! fragile and fair as the delicate clialicea 

Wrought with bo raj-o and so subtle a skill ; 
Bright relica, that tell of the pomp of those palaoes, 

Venice, the sea-goddess, glories in still : 
Whose osquisite texture, transparent and tender, 

A pure blush alone from the ruby wine takes ; 
Yet ah ! if some false hand, profaning its splendour, 

Dares but to taint it with poison, — -it breaks ! 

So when Love pour'd through thy pure heart his lightning, 
On thj pale cheek the soft rosc-huos awoke ; 

So when wild Pitssion, that timid heart frightening, 
I'uisoii'd the treasure — it trembled and broke I 



XXXVIII. A MAY-DAY SONG. 

Yes I thou sbalt wear the wreath we are merrily braiding, 
Of buds and blooms, the beautiful roses of Spring ; 

Amid ttiQ hair thy forehead of snow o'ersbading, 

'Twill mock the blush that steals to thy cheek as we sing. 

For ilirf we twine ; for who could so gracefully wear it 
As slio, whose heart is lovely and pure aa the rose? 

Till' wreath is thine, and the happiness, each of us share it, 
Fur thou art so meek no envy can mar thy repose. 
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XXXIX. YOU LOVE ME NO LONGER. 

You love me no longer ! The heart that once listen'd 

In passionate joy to each murmur of mine ; 
The eyes, the dark eyes, that once tenderly glisten'd, 

With hope so enraptured and love so divine, 

Are turn'd to another : why dared I believe them ? — 

Ah, false as the siren that sings in the sea. 
Those spells of enchantment ! — tho' lightly you weave them, 

Though sport to you, darling, — were ruin to me ! 



XL. YOU TELL ME FM A ROVER 

You tell me I'm a rover, Fanny sweet ; 

Y'^ou who chain me, still a lover, at your feet. 

Heaven knows I would forget you, if I could ; 

If — you witch ! — you'd only let me, and you should. 

But your image dances still before my face, 
And I watch, against my will, its wavy grace ; 
If I turn to see another, then it tries, 
With its little hands, to cover both my eyes. 

Then how can I forget thee, Fanny, say ? 
When you will not even let me look away ! 
If another's voice would chide my dream divine. 
Low, pleading, sweet, beside me falters thine ! 
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XLII. AH I DO NOT LET US WORSE THAN WASTE. 

Ah ! do not let us worse than waste 

In idle dalliance hours so dear ; 
At best the light-wing'd moments haste 

Too quickly by with hope and fear. 

Be ours to wreathe, as swift in flight 
They pass, these children of the sun — 

With Fancy's flowers, each wing of light, 
And gems from Reason's casket won. 

The passion-flower has no perfume, 

No soul to linger, when it dies ; 
For lighter hearts such buds may bloom, 

But oh ! be ours more proudly wise ! 

Thy mind, so rich in classic lore, 

Thy heart from worldly taint so free ; 

Ah ! let me not the hours deplore 

Which might be all embalm'd by thee ! 



XLTII. LET YOUR SUMMER FRIENDS GO BY. 

Let your summer friends go by 

With the summer weather ; 
Hearts there are that will not fly. 

Though the storm should gather. 



TOUNG BBAUTT SAILED A 8UMMBB 8BA. 897 

Summer love to fortune clings, 

From the wreck it saUeth, 
Like the bee, that spreads its wiogs 

When the honey failetL 

Rich the soil where weeds appear ; 

Let their false bloom perish ; 
Flowers there are, more rare and dear, 

That you still may cherisL 

Flowers of feeling, pure and warm. 

Hearts that cannot wither, 
These for thee shall bide the storm 

As the sunny weather. 



XLIV. YOUNG BEAUTY SAILED A SUMBfER SEA. 

Yoi NO Beauty saiFd a summer sea 

Within a buoyant bark reclining; 
Its prow was painted daintilie, 

With gems and roses rarely shining : 

And light and gay the maiden smiled, 
The while she wove a garland glowing : 

And at the helm a laughing child — 

Twas Pleasure — watch'd the waters flowing. 

SL 
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She stecr'd the boat by blooming isles, 

\Miere languid gales breathed softly o'er it, 

And in the bay, with treacherous smiles. 
Mid poison-flowers she strove to moor it : 

But Beauty's cheek grew sad and pale ; 

And Beauty's heart was tired of leisure ; 
She whisper'd Love to "set the sail," 

And Passion took the helm from Pleasure. 

Then dash'd around that graceful prow 
The rising waves, in pride and power ; 

And Beauty bent her glorious brow. 
While tears fell on each fading flower. 

Sublimely wild and grand, above 

Her fragile bark, the storm-cloud lighten 'd, 
With such a vivid flame, that Love 

Let go the sail, ashamed and frighten'd ! 

The maiden rose, and by her side 
A radiant angel stood serenely ; 
'' Take thou the helm !" she proudly cried. 
And paced the deck erect and queenly. 

Then changed to gold those clouds so wild ; 

A beauteous rainbow bloom'd in heaven ; 
And Love, the fond, impetuous child, 

Smiled throuiih his tears — his fault forgiven ! 



1 LAUNCHED ; 



XLV. I LAUNCHED A BARK. 

I launch'd a bark on Fate's defp tide, 

A frail uud fluttering toy, 
But freighted with a thousand dreams 

Of beauty and of joj. 

Ah ine ! it fouud no friend in thcni — 
The wave, the sky, the gale — 

Though Love enraptured look the liolm, 
And Hope unfurl'd the sail 

And yon who should its pilot be, 
To whom in fear it flies, 

F'jrsaki' it on a treacherous soa, 
To nt'i'k IX proudtT prize. 

Alas fi,r Love ! bewiliii-r'd child 

Ho weepa the helm beside ; 
And Hope hiLs furl'd her fairy sail, 

Nor longer tempts the tide. 

Despair and Pride in silence fling 

lis rich freight to the wave, 
And now an aimless wreck it floats, 

That none would stoop to save. 
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XLVL HAD I ESSAYED, WITH WANTON ART. 

Had I essay 'd, with wanton art, 
To lure you and ensnare your heart, 
Your falsehood would but justice be, 
That now is treacherous wrong to me ; 

But well you know I shrank, in fear. 
From tones that grew too deeply dear. 
And trembled with prophetic dread 
When Passion warm'd the words you said. 

And you recall my shame and awe 
When first your burning dream I saw, 
And how 1 turn'd, nor dared to brook 
The soul of fire that lit your look ; 

And how I struggled, day by day, 
With love that won too wild a sway ; 
And how, at last, before his shrine 
My very soul I dared resign. 

And you betray me ! You, for whom 
I braved that saddest, darkest doom ! 
Oh, God ! take hence thy child, nor spare I 
Thy wrath, not his, my heart may bear ! 



THOUGH FRIENDS HAD WARNED THEE. 401 



XLVn. THOUGH FRIENDS HAD WARNED THEK 

Though friends had wam'd me all the while. 

And blamed my willing blindness, 
I did not once mistrust yoor smile, 

Or doubt your tones of kindness. 

I sought you not — ^you came to me 

With words of friendly greeting : 
Alas ! how different now I see 

That ill-8tarr*d moment's meeting. 

When others lightly named your name, 

My cordial praise I yielded ; 
While you would wound with wo and shame 

The soul you should have shielded. 

Was it 80 blest — my life's estate — 

That you with envy view'd me ? 
Ah, false one ! could you dream my fate, 

You had not thus pursued me. 

Perhaps when those who lored me oncCi 

Beguiled by you, have left me, 
Youll grieve for all the hopes of which 

Your whispered words bereft me. 

You* 11 think, perhaps, the laugh you raised 
Was hardly worth the anguish 
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With which it caused a deep, true hearty 
In silent pride to languish. 

You'll think, perchance, the idle jest — 
The joy — will scarce reward you 

For all the blame another's breast 
Must now, in scorn, accord you. 

Yet go ! 'tis but a darker cloud 
O'er one fore-doom'd to sadness ; 

I would not change my grief so proud 
For all your guilty gladness. 



XLVIII. I WANDERED IN THE WOODLAND. 

I wander'd in the woodland ; 

My heart beat cold and slow. 
And not a tear of sorrow, 

To case its weight, would flow. 

But soft a brook sang by me, 

" Ah ! give thy grief to me. 
And I will bear it lightly. 

Far, far away from thee I" 

So sweet that lulling murmur. 

Its music thriird my heart. 
And, o'er the glad wave weeping, 

I felt my grief depart. 
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I wander'd in the woodland, 
My heart beat light and gay ; 

For, wheresoe'er I wander'd, 
I heard the brooklet's lay. 



XLIX. PERHAPS YOU THINK IT MOHT AND JUST. 

Perhaps yon think it right and just, 
Since you are bound by nearer ties, 

To greet me with that careless tone, 
With those serene and silent eyes. 

So let it be ! I only know, 

If I were in your place to-night, 
I would not grieve your spirit so, 

For all God*s worlds of life and light. 

I could not turn, as you hare done. 

From every memory of the past; 
I could not fling from soul and brow 

The shade that feeling should have cast. 

Oh ! think how it must deepen all 
The pangs of wild remorse and pride. 

To feel that you can coldly see 
The grief I vainly strive to hide. 
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The happv star, who fills her um 
With glory from the god of day, 

Can never miss the smile he lends 
The wild flower withering fast away. 

The fair, fond girl, who at your side, 
Within jour soul*8 dear light doth live. 

Could hardly have the heart to chide 

The ray that Friendship well might give. 

But if you deem it right and just. 
Bless 'd as you are in your glad lot, 

To greet me with that heartless tone, 
So let it be I I blame you not. 



L. OUR LOVE WAS LIKE THE LIGHT PERPUMR 

Our love was like the light perfume 

That floats around a flower, 
Or like the rainbow's passing bloom, 

Half sunshine and half shower. 

A smile, a blush, a tear, a tone 

Of welcome, soft and true. 
Were all I dared to wish from one 

So zephyr-like as you ! 
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I should as soon have ask*d a fay 

Or flower my lot to share, 
Or coax*d yon rosy doud to stay. 

And leave for me the air. 

I knew, even while I wildly dream'd, 

'Twas but a dream of light ; 
And as for you — ^you always seem'd 

" On tiptoe for a flight." 

I never thought you made of earth. 

As other maidens are ; 
I always said you had your birth 

In some unsullied star. 

Then part we now, while yet the bloom 
Is fresh on Love*s light wings ; 

While yet his flower its soft perfume 
Around each footstep flings ; 

While yet the blush on that pure cheek 

Is unprofaned by shame, 
Ere waking Passion dares to speak 

A word your soul might blame. 

Fly back, young angel, to your star ; 

But send me down a sigh, 
Sometimes when, in your silver car. 

You float through heaven. Good bye ! 
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LI. YOU BID ME GIVE BACK SCORN FOR SCORN. 

You bid me give back scorn for scorn, 
Re-plume my spirit's wounded wing, 

That now I idly fold forlorn, 

And loftier soar and proudlier sing. 

Y"ou never loved ; you never staked. 

On one mad chance, your soul, your all, 

And from that dream of passion waked 
To weep your wild hope's helpless fall. 

God knows it was not he I loved, — 

False, weak, and light as now he seems ; 

It was but Fancy shrined in him, 
The " idol of my early dreams." 

But not the less I lavished all 

The bloom of feeling on his breast. 
That bloom which tears can ne'er recall. 

That frail, sweet bloom, the false one's jest. 

And not the less, alone and lost, 

Of all Life's bright romance bereft, 
I weep, that on so low a shrine. 

Faith, Hope and Joy, and Love were left. 



DOBT DEBM UT LOVG. 



Ln. DOST DEEM -MY LOVE SO LIGHT A BOON. 

Dost deem mj love bo light a boon, 
That thou mairst throw it idly by, 

Ab winds may vaft & fiower at noon. 
And leave it low at night to die ? 

By all my Hpirit's pain and Btrife, 

By all the hopps that now reward thee, 

Thy proudest boitat in after life 

Shall be that I — that I adored theo ! 

Not mine the brow to droop in grief. 

Not mine the soul to pine alone ; 
The ping, though passionate, is brief — 

The doubt is o'er — the di-eam baa flown. 

The love of one so light of heart 

Were Bcarcely worth one fond regret ', 

All is not iotit, although wo part; 
The pearl in Life's cup sparldes yet. 

Some chords there are of Love's sweet lyre. 
Thy fiilsc hand knew not how to play : 

Some plenms remain of Feeling's fire — 
Thou fouldst not all my heart betray. 

I'll win a name from wayward Fame, 
That thou ahalt hear with fond regret ; 



408 SONGS. 



The heart thy falsehood left to shame, 
Shall find some glorious solace yet ! 

Yes, by this moment's pain and strife, 
By all the vows I have restored thee. 

Thy dearest boast, in after life, 

Shall be that I — that I adored thee ! 



LIII. GO, THEN, FOR EVER. 

Go, then, for ever I since your heart 
Can stoop to one so light, so vain. 

Though Hope must perish if we part, 
With calm resolve I break the chain. 

Go, then, for ever ; at the shrine 
Of Beauty bend that noble brow, 

Pour forth the love I deem'd divine, 

And more than waste wild Passion's vow. 

Yes, yes ! her eyes are stars of night ; 

Her cheek, a rose in dainty bloom ; 
Her radiant smile, the morning's light ; 

Her sigh, the violet's soft perfume. 

Go, then, for ever ; leave the soul 

From which your lightest look or tone- 
As zephyr o'er the air-harp stole — 
Could wake a music all your own. 
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Leave, leave me with my breaking heart ; 

If Orief would let me, I could smile^ 
To see an idle toy of art 

So grand a soul as yours beguile* 

But when, through Beauty's veil of light, 

You seek in vain for Feeling's fire, 
Remember one whose day is night, 

Who breaks for you her heart and lyre ! 



LIV. SHOULD ALL WHO THRONG. 

Should all who throng, with gift and song, 
And for my favour bend the knee, 

Forsake the shrine they deem divine, 
I would not stoop my soul to thee. 

The lips, that breathe the burning vow, 
By falsehood base unstained must be; 

The heart, to which mine own shall bow, 
Must worship Honour more than me. 

The monarch of a world wert thou. 
And I a slave on bended knee, 

Tlioufjh tyrant chains my form might bow, 
My soul should never stoop to thee. 



L^_ 



410 SONOS. 



Until its hour shall come, my heart 
I will possess, serene and free ; 

Though snared to ruin by thine art, 

'Twould sooner break than bend to thee. 



L^ . AND (lAYER FRIENDS SURROUND THEE NOW. 

And gayer friends surround thee now. 

And lighter hearts are thine ; 
Thou dost not need, beloved and blest, 

So sad a boon as mine. 

But in my sorrowing soul for thee 

Love's balmy flower I'll hide. 
And feeling's tears shall keep it fresh, • 

Whatever fate betide. 

Then, when misfortune's winter comes. 

And frailer love takes wing. 
All pure and bright, with hope's own light, 

Affection's rose I'll bring; 

And thou shalt bless the simple flower 

That keeps its virgin bloom 
To charm thy soul, in sorrow's hour, 

With beauty and perfume. 



SK NO MORE. 



^ 



LVI. I KNOW TUAT RESTLF^S HEART OF TULVE. 

I KKOW that reatleea heart of tliino : 

Even now it flutters to be free, 
To rove where fairer flowera twine 

The rosy wreath of love for thee. 

No longer I the wings restrain 

Whoso lightest wave my heart ooold thrill ; 
But, tangled bj a golden chain. 

Thy sordid spirit lingers stUl. 

Away 1 I will not bind thee thus ! 

My burning houI was naught to thee ; 
Its rapturous dreams, its truth, its trust, 

All wusted — all! Away! thou'rt free. 

LVn. I ASK NO MORE. 

I Af^K no more, pursue thy way, 
ISy love and joy ^lurrounded ; 

I would not have one feeling stray 
Tluit duty's law has boundciL. 

II shall be joy enough for me, 
Ilowe'er my fate may alter, 

To know that honour goes with thee; 
Th:it thy soul cannot falter. 
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Pursue thy way. Be calm and strong. 

No glorious aim foregoing ; 
Nor ever bend thou right to wrong. 
With sophist triumph glowing. 

I only ask, amid the cares 

And clouds that round me darken. 
To memory's murmur of thy love 

My happy heart may hearken. 

I only ask — if thy strength fail 
On Life's tumultuous river — 

That thoughts of me may then prevail, 
And prompt to proud endeavour. 

And oh I believe — whatever Fate, 
Or dark or bright, pursue thee, 

One loyal heart will nightly send 
Its silent blessing to thee. 



LVIII. THE DEEPEST WRONG THAT THOU 

COULDST DO. 

TuE deepest wrong that thou couldst do 
Is thus to doubt my love for thee ; 

For, questioning that, thou question'st too 
My truth, my pride, my purity. 



THET TBLL HE I WAS FALBB TO TBEE. 413 

'Twere worse than falsehcMjd thus to meet 
Thy least careas, thy lightest smile. 

Nor feel my heart exulting beat 

With awcct, Jmpftssion'd joy the while. 

The deepest wrong that thou couldst do 
Is thus to doubt my faith profess'd ; 

How should I, love, be less than true 
When thou art noblest, bravest, best? 



LIX. THET TELL ME I WAS FAI*SE TO TIUSE. 

TiiET tell me I was false to thee, 

But they arc ffllsc who say it; 
The vow I made waa pure and free, 

And time shall ne'er betray it. 

I laid my heart on virtue's shrine, 
I loved truth, honour, kindness; 

I love them still, I thought them thine, 
Too Booii I wept my blindness. 

'Tia thou wort false to them and me : 

My worship still I cherish ; 
My love, still true, has turii'd from thee, 

To find them or to perish. 



r 
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LX. I TURNED FROM THE MONITOR. 

I turn'd from the monitor, smiled at the warning 
That whisper'd of doubt, of desertion to me ; 

I heard of thy falsehood ; the dark nimoor scorning, 
I gave up the soul of my soul unto thee. 

Too Avildly I worshipp'd thy mind-illumed beauty ; 

Too fondly I cherish'd my dream of thy truth ; 
Forgetting, in thee, both my pride and my duty, 

I made thee the god of my passionate youth. 

And dearly and deeply I rue that devotion ; 

Thou hast broken the heart that beat only for thee ; 
Not even thy voice can now wake an emotion ; 

I am calm as thyself while I bid thee " Be free !" 



LXI. TO-NIGHT I'LL WEAR AROUND MY HAIR 

'' To-xiGHT I'll wear around my hair, 

This string of fragrant beads,*' I said; 
I loved to breathe the enchanted air, 
That o'er thy gift, in perfume, play'd. 

The only amulet were they 

I cared to keep, all ill to charm : 
Within that magic round could stray 

One only wrong, one only harm. 
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One only wo, they could not ward, 

One only wrong, they could not right ; 

It waa — thy falsehood, my adored ! 

And that, ab, Heaven ! I learn'd to-night. 

I tore them madly from my hair ; 

I flung the faithlesB toil en by ; " ^ 
Yet still itH fragrancie fills the air, 

And still I breathe its perfumed sigh. 

And thus I flung from ofi" my soul 

Those vows too sweet, those chains too dear ; 

And thus their memory backward stole, 
To bind my heart and charm mine ear. 



LXII. I SAID, THOUGH ALL THE WORLD BESIDE. 

I riAin, Though all the world beside 

Should fail me, he is true ; 
And Fate that only hope denied, 

And thou hast left me too ! 

I said, If ever beat on earth 

A heart where honour shone — 
The home of high and generous worth — 

That true heart is thiue own. 



^ 
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When wildest was my soul*s despair. 
When deepest was my need 

Of tenderness, and truth, and care. 
Beneath me broke the reed. 

A darker wrong than others could 
Thy falsehood wrought to me ; 

All faith, all hope in human good, 
My idol, fled with thee. 



LXIII. YES, IN MY SOUL, WITH FOLDED WING. 

Yes, in my soul, with folded wing, 
A pure and happy hope is sleeping, 

While Love low lullabies doth sing, 
His vigil o*er it keeping. 

A hope divinely beautiful. 

With wings in rosy splendour gleaming ; 
It dreams of heaven — it dreams of thee — 

It smiles in that sweet dreaming. 

I dare not name its name to thee, 

No, not in softest, faintest sigh ; 
For oh ! if once betray'd by me, 

'T would wake and weep and fly ! 



No earthly care or grief shall wave 
Its cold ant) lilighitcig pinions o'er it ; 

For Love shall guard my spirit hope, 
Till heaven dnwn before it. 

Then let it sleep ; profane it not — 

That slumber, soft and Hgbt and holy — 

The dearest joy, the fairest thought, 
That lights my lot so lowly. 

Ah ! let it sleep, with folded winga, 
Till when the angel Death shall free it, 

At heaven's own glorioui) gate it sings i 
Then shall thy spirit see it ! 



I 



lxiv, i morrned that time too swii-t1.y 
spi:d. 

I mouhn'd that Time too swiftly sped, 
I wept that Youth was flying ; 
" I'll put your life-clock back." he said, 
*' Ho hnsh your sad heart's sighing I" 

lie liniugbt mp 6()wer9, to soothe my gloom, 

And stay Time's tell-tale finger ; 
For, tangled in their wreathing bloom, 

Thi- life-clock's baud may linger. 
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And while I turn the treasures o'er, 
And breathe the balm they give me, 

I dream I am a child once more, 
With naught to harm or grieve me. 

And answering flowers within my soul, 
The fresh, wild flowers of feeling, 

Wind with them round my life-clock's hand, 
And stay its onward stealing. 

Then, if they fade — (ah ! will they fade ?) 
Their fragrance still may linger. 

And hallowing Time's sad evening shade 
Embalm his tell-tale finger ! 



LXV. THEY COME, THE LIGHT, THE WORLDLY 

COME. 

They come, the light, the worldly come, 

With looks and words untrue ; 
But unto them my soul is dumb — 

Mon ami ! o\X es tu ? 

My lips, with false and careless smile. 

Must coldly speak of you. 
But wildly sighs my soul the while, 

Mon ami ! ou es tu ! 



HER HEART 19 IN HER EISB. 

Where'er I rove, in hall or grove, 

Thy absence atill I rue ; 
Ah ! what is life without thy love ? 

Mon ami ! oil es tu ? 



LXVl. SHE SAYS HER HEART 18 IN HER KISS. 

She says ber heart is in her kiss; 

She says she loves me dearly ; 
Why meet I not her tendcnioH 

As fondly, as sincerely ? 

Ah ! once I trusted all I mot, 

Wit}] warm and artless truth ; 
A rill once my words were from my soul, 

But that was in my youth. 

And trust betray "d, and vowa forgot, 

And wrong return 'd for Icindnese, 
Iliive ehill'd my heart, and changed my lot, 

And cured my blissful Mindness. 

No longer tender, guileless, meek, 

Confiding aa the dove, 
Ton oft I think before I speak, 

And doubt before I love. 
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LXVn. IT IS THIS RESTLESS HEART WITHIX. 

.... Act, in the liring Prewni— 

Heart withiSf and God o'erfaoML — ho&mnLum, 

It is this restless heart within, 

It is yon smiling heaven o*erhead, 
That will not let the Present win 

The winged thoughts that far have fled. 

I try to hush the wistful heart, 

I try to calm the beggar mind ; 
I try to act my present part, 

With wishes chained and will confined. 

I try to fold the fluttering wings 

Of Aspiration close and still ; 
To meet whatever the moment bringS| 

And each ignoble care fulfil. 

But ah ! repress it as you may. 

Its pleading hush, its grieving chide, 

Fetter it in its cage of clay. 

And from its eyes its heaven-home hide, — 

The rebel soul will beat the bars 

With burning wing and passionate song, 

And pour, to the benignant stars, 
The earnest story of its wrong. 
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LXVm. SHE COMES, IN LIGHT AERIAL GRACE. 

She comes ! in light, aerial grace, 
0*er memory's glass the yision flies ; 

Her girlish form, her glowing face, 
Her soft, black hair, her beaming eyes. 

I think of all her generous loTe ; 

Her trustful heart, so pure and meek ; 
Her tears — an April shower, — ^that strove 

With sunshine on her changing cheek. 

She knows no worldly guile or art, 
But Love and Joy haye made her fSur; 

And so I keep her in my heart. 
And bless her in my silent prayer. 



LXIX. "I KNEW HER IN HER HAPPY YOUTH." 

You knew me in my "happy youth," 
Ere care had clouded heart and brow ? 

Yet even then before me lower'd 
The fate that chills my spirit now. 

I shrank apart, nor joined the play 
Where others met in careless glee ; 

I was too earnest for the gay — 
Too timid for the wild and free. 

2 N 
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Yet in my soul a spring of love, 
Of trusting and impassion'd truth, 

That ask'd but Love's divining-rod. 
Was wasted in my silent youth. 

You knew me in my " happy youth V* 
Ah I none could know me then or now ; 

I dared not — dare not tell the dreams. 
That sent their fire to eye and brow. 

I know there are, in this rude world, 

^Vho share those dreams of pure delight ; 

But fate has parted, from my path. 
The few who'd read my heart aright. 

Perhaps in climes of blissful truth. 

Where Joy will dry Love's last fond tear, 

My soul will live the " happy youth** 
That wayward fate denied me here. 



LXX. SPEAK, SPEAK TO ME, DARLINa 

" Speak, speak to me, darling ! 

Hide thy sweet blush in my breast ; 
Breathe but one dear little murmur ; 
Thine eyes shall tell me the rest. 

" Say only thou wilt be mine, love ; 
Whisper me one little * Yes!* 




WOULD I WERE ONLY A SPIRIT OP SONG. 428 

Ah ! thou art silent, — thy soul, love, 
Feels not my pleading caress !'* 

the sigh of a flower, 
HearoiiKthe stillness of id^ht. 
Game the fond tones of the maiden, . 
Trembling with fear and delight, — 

*^Ask not the word from my lips, lore; 
Need'st thou so idle a sign ? 
Dost thou not hear my heart answer, 
Thus beating softly on thine ?" 



LXXI. WOULD I WERE ONLY A SPIRIT OP SONG I 

Oh ! would I were only a spirit of song ! 

I'd float for ever around, above you : 
If I were a spirit, it wouldn't be wrong, 

It couldn't be wrong, to love yon ! 

rd hide in the light of a moonbeam bright, 
rd sing Love's lullaby softly o'er you, 

rd bring rare visions of pure delight 
From the land of dreams before you. 

Oh ! if I were only a spirit of song, 
I'd float for ever around, above you^ 

For a musical spirit could never do wrong, 
And it wouldn't be wrong to love you ! 
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IiXXII. IF I WERE A BIRD THAT SINGS. 

If I were a bird that sings. 

In the joy of a spirit free ; 
If wishes were only wings, 

How soon I would be with thee ! 

As the lark soars at sunrise alone, 
While the air with his rapture rings, 

Thy smile I would meet, mine own. 
If wishes were only wings ! 

'Tis only when sorrow like this 

A shade o*er my spirit flings, 
'Tis only when thee I miss, 

That I wish my wishes were wings. 



LXXin. WHEN FORTUNE SMILED. 

When fortune smiled above thy way. 
When grace and beauty crown 'd thee, 

A thousand friends more light and gay, 
Like bees have hummed around thee. 

Ah ! dearer now since Care and Time 
Have dimm'd thy early splendour, 

I wreathe, around thy wreck sublime. 
Love's garland pure and tender. 
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LXXV. I KNOW A STAR. 

I KNOW a star, whose light illumes 

The wildest gloom with warmth and glory ; 

I know a rose, whose hlush outhlooms 
The loveliest lip in olden story — 

I know a lute, whose warble low 
Might lure an angel down to listen ; 

I know a pearl, whose tender glow 
Is dearer than all gems that glisten. 

And who this treasure rich and rare, 
Whose witchery every moment varies ? 

The smile, the lip, the voice, the tear, 

The star, rose, lute, and pearl are Mary's. 



1 



LXXVI. MY HEART IS LIKE THE OCEAN SHELL. 

My heart is like the ocean shell — 
Though from the home it loves exiled, 

Still echoes through its winding cell 
The wave's sad music, soft and wild. 

Ah ! thus thy voice, too dear to me, 
Will still keep sweetly murmuring low ; 

Still haunt the heart that beats for thee, 
And bless me whereso'er I go. 



^ 
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LXXVII. THE GODS ONE DAY SENT REASON OITT- 

Thb gods one day seat Reason ont 
To look for Love, their traant-bo; ; 

They bade her seek him all about, 
And lure him home vrith tempting tojr. 

She found him in ■ rosebud rock'd, 
She begg'd bira to be back in season ; 

But still the boy tlu* maith-n inoek'd, 
For Love vill never list to Reason. 

The goddesa held a jewel up. 

With heaven's own glory flashing through it; 
"Niivl see my Rose's bluahing cupl" 

Sail! Love, '■ Your gem is nothing to it 1" 

" K.ir shame I Fulwe boy ! must force be tried ? 

Is't thus you wasle this precious season?" 
" lake cure I know ye this bow '1" he eried ; 

Ah I Love too ofi has conqucr'd Reason! 

" I see ymr aim ! your rhetoric speeds 
iiti proud Olympus ill without me; 
But hji|ipy Love no Keikson needs; 

Begnne ! and when they ask about me, 

"Just tell them, in my Rose's heart 

I've found so dear, so pure a treasure. 



I 
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I grudge them not Minerva's art, 
Or laughing Hebe's cup of pleasure." 

The maid had not a word to say ; 

She knew the rogue was talking treason ; 
But back to Ida bent her way ; 

For Love can better plead than Reason. 



LXXVIII. THE FAmY IN THE SHELL. 

Listen what the fairy sings, 

The lost fairy in the shell ; 
Clear and sweet, her warble rings, 

If you listen right and well ! 

" Lady, in the coral hall 
Of my ocean home afar. 
Where the waters softly fall. 

Where the gold-fish seems a star, — 

" While the sea-sylphs rock'd their child. 
Listen, lady, what befell ; 
Came the waves with cadence wild, 
Whispering round my winding shell. 

" Wondrous sweet the tunes they play'd, 
Well I learn 'd each soft refrain, 
Mingling in a music-braid. 
Half of joy and half of pain. 



GOOD BYE, 8WBBT DREAM. 429 



^^ Nowy from that dear home exiled, 
It is life and light to me. 
Still to sing the music wild, 
Bom of ocean's grief and glee. 



« 



(( 



Lady, when in cradle light, 
You, a dreaming babj laj. 

Angels floated through the night. 
With your smile of lore to play. 

Hymns of heaven they warbled low ; 

Lady, now, when grief is wild, 
Sing, to soothe your womao-wo. 

All they taught the cradled child. 



LXXIX. GOOD-BYE, SWEET DREAM. 

GooD-bye, good-bye, sweet dream ! 

Fly back — fly back to heayen ! 
Ere daylight's daring beam 

The veil of night has riven. 

For none save thou and I 

Must know what joy doth beam 

My precious pillow nigh ; — 

Good-bye, good-bye, sweet dream ! 
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LXXX. ALL JOY, ALL HOPE, GO WITH YOr 

All joy, all hope, go with you, sweety 

And though too soon we part. 
Be summer round your airy feet. 

And summer in your heart. 

The dimple dancing on your cheek. 

Your dark, deep, Spanish ejea. 
Still win, to warm their lovelineaa. 

Stray sunbeams from the skies. 

And flowers of thought and fancy, dear, 

An<l founts of feeling true. 
But make the glory of the year 

A sister unto you. 



LXXXI. SUK LS FLITTING LIKE A FAIRY. 

SilK is flitting like a fairy 

Through the maies of the dance,— 

Like a fairy, wild and airy. 
And I cannot win her glance. 

Sht» has hraidtMl many a jewel 

In thoM' waveM of auburn hair, 
< ) fiiklo, false, and cruel, 

I><»ht thou M^* my deep despair! 



THE BIRD WE08E SONO IMPASSIONED. 431 

She has lost the rose I gave heTf 

lu faur ^'irgiik zone to rest ; 
And a ruby's light doth w&rcr 

On the Bnow-aweU of her brvMt. 

Ah ! the gem is wealth's proud tokrn, 

And its glare has won her eye ; 
While the lore the rose has Bpoken 

She hu cut unheeded by. 



LXXXU. THK BIRD WHOSE SONO IMPA88IOXKD. 

TiiK bird, whose song impassion'd 

The soul of music wildly sighs, 
Wears not a wing that's fasliiou'd 

In Beauty's radiant dyes. 

The flowers of fragrance lavish, 

Like Love from out a guileless heart, 

No glorious hues to ravish 
The common eye impart. 



The lips like rubies glowing 

Too often curl with scorn and pride ; 
The iimile most brightly showing 

A careless hesrt msv hide. 



^ 
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But checks we prise most desrlj, 
And eyes most sore the soul to 

Thougli Beauty light them rarely, 
Are kindled from within. 



LXXXIII. THK FETTER NEATH THE FLOWERS. 

CiPiD flung his garland gayly 

O'er a maid in seeming play ; 
Sage Experience whisper'd daily, 

** Break the chain, while yet yoo mmy/* 

*'Why ?*' she cried ; "'tis hot a toy, 
Form'd of many a fragrant flower; 
Let me still its bloom enjoy, — 
I can break it any hour.** 

Long she sporttni freely, lightly. 
With her soft and glowing ehain;^ 
'' Nay ! it clasps my heart to tightly, 
I must break the toy in twain*'* 

Vain ri^»lve ! the tie that bound her 
Hardened 'neath her struggling will ; 

Fast its blossoms fell around her. 
But the fetter linger*d ttilK 
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LXXXIV. FOR THEE I BRAID AND .BIND MY HAIR. 

For thee I braid and bind my hair 
With fragrant flowers — ^for only thee ; 

Thy sweet approval all my care, — 
Thy love, the world to me ! 

For thee I fold my russet gown 

With simple grace — ^for thee, for thee ! 

No other eyes in all the town 
Shall look with love on me. 

For thee my lightsome lute I tone, 
For thee, — it else were mute— for thee ! 

The blossom to the bee, in June, 
Is less than thou to me. 



LXXXV. SPEAK NO MORE. 

Speak no more ; I dare not hear thee; 

Every word and tone divine 
All too fatally endear thee 

To this daring sonl of mine. 

Smile no more ; I most not see thee ; 

Every smile's a golden net : 

Heart entangled, what can free thee T 

What can soothe thy wild regret? 

so 
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Speak again ! smile on for ever ! 

Let me in that music live ; 
Let me, in that light, endeavour 

To forget the grief they give. 

Thrill my soul with voice and look, love, 
Like the harp-tone in the air ; 

Like the starlight in the brook, love. 
They will still live treasured there. 



LXXXVI. WOULD YOU WOO A LADY FAIR. 

Would you woo a lady fair, 

Woo her like the knights of old ; 

Love was then an ardent prayer. 
Now 'tis but a question bold. 

Then the boy on battle-field 

Won his spurs and wore a name 

Ere his lady grace would yield, 
Ere her smile he dared to claim. 

Not till glory crown'd his brow. 
Not till Fame before him went. 

Came he, with impassioned vow. 
With his knee to Beauty bent. 



A COLD CALM eiAR. 

Those chivalric daya are o'er, -■- - 

Vet thero'a Btill a glorious field} ' ' 

Lovers, to the list once more I 

Here are arms jod yet may wield. 

Fancy's fiery coursers reign, 
Trappings gay and golden bit, 

Wheel them to the uhttrgu amain. 
Couch the gUtteriag taoce of wit. 

Hope, the herald, criee, " Good Bpe«d !' 
Love's light pennon floftta on high. 

Beauty's smile your dearest meed ; 
Sound the trump ! to combat fly ! 



LXXXVTT, A COLD CALM STAR. 

A COLD, calm star look'd out of heaven. 
And smiled upon a tranquil lake, 

Where, pure as angel's dream at even, 
A Lily lay but half awake. 

The flower felt that fatal smile 

Ati'l lowlier b'jw'd her conscious head; 
" Wliy does he gaze on me the while ?" 
The li«;ht-deluded Lily said. 
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Poor dreaming flower ! — too soon beguiled^ 
She cast nor thought nor look elsewhere ; 

Else she had known the star but smiled 
To see himself reflected there. 



LXXXVni. AH CHILDHOOD, SUNNY CHILDHOOD. 

Ah, childhood ! sunny childhood ! 

How beautiful thou art. 
With the smile upon thy face 

Of the morning in thy heart ! 

She came, — our little maiden, 

In her beauty half divine. 
With a purple cluster laden, 

From the richly burdened vine. 

Not hers the flush of frolic, 

In the wild Bacchante's face, 
She seem'd a wood-nymph glowing 

With a glad yet timid grace. 

Some stray enchanted sunbeam 

Had hidden in her hair, 
And, playing mid its silken maze, 

Had lost its bright, ^ay there. 



J 
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Some floating cloud had taught her 

To moYe so soft and light ; 
Some blooming flower-sylph brought her 

That blush, so purely bright. 

And when, his light lute tuning, 

Low sang the woodland fay, 
She play'd the sly eavesdropper there, 

And stole the notes away. 

A simple child of Nature, 

With not a thought disguised — 
The mother's grace and beauty seem'd 

In her idealized. 



LXXXIX. I HAVE SOMETHING SWEET TO TELL YOU. 

I HAVE something sweet to tell you, 

But the secret you must keep ; 
And remember, if it isn't right, 

I'm ^'talking in my sleep." 

For I know I am but dreaming. 
When I think your lore is mine ; 

And I know they are but seeming. 
All the hopes that round me shine. 

'ioS 
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So remember, when I tell you 
What I cannot longer keep, 

We are none of us responsible 
For what we say in sleep. 

My pretty secret's coming ! 

0, listen with your heart ; 
And you shall hear it humming, 

So close 'twill make you start. 

0, shut your eyes so earnest, 
Or mine will wildly weep ; 

I love you ! I adore you ! but — 
"I'm talking in my sleep!" 



XC. "INTERRUPT" ME, LITTLE DARLING. 

" Interrupt" me, little darling ! 
Ask the river freely flowing, 
If the sunbeam or the zephyr 
Interrupts it in its going. 

Like the light upon the ripple. 
Like the south wind on the sea, 

That bears the balm of flowers 
On its wings, art thou to me. 



A DAINTY LTRS WA8 LENT TO JOT. 489 

Ask the late, that dreams of rnuaici 

If the tone disturbs its strings, 
While it gives that dream imprison'd. 

Only freedom and glad wings* 

^^ Intermpt" me, little hirj ! 

Ask the cloud that lores your eye. 
If the mom's illumining beauty 
Interrupts its floating by. 

Like the rose Aurora gives it. 

When it wanders by her bower, 
Like all of light and love art thou 

To me, my fairy flower. 



XCI. A DAINTY LYRE WAS LENT TO JOY. 

A DAINTY lyre was lent to Joy, 
A simple, frail, but treasured toy ; — 
And gayly sweet its tones were heard, 
As warble of a wandering bird. 

A blooming boy from distant clime 
Came by and caught its silvery chime ; 
He coax*d from Joy his fragile lyre, 
And swept the strings with hand of fire. 
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Ah ! wo the day, that reckless child 
Awoke the chords with will so wild ! 
One pleading, passionate strain he play'd, 
And broke the lyre that heaven had made ! 

Ah ! wo the day, that stranger sprite 
Attuned to grief the plaything light. 
And strain" d its chords with childish art ! — 
The boy was Love — the lyre a heart ! 



XCII. ON MISSION PURE, FROM REALMS DIVINE. 

On mission pure, from realms divine. 
Young Love was sent to Virtue's shrine, 
But, wild and gay, he stopped to play 
With sportive Beauty by the way. 

She led him through her balmy bowers ; 
She chained him with a wreath of flowers ; 
She charm'd him with her magic smUe, 
And softly murmur'd, " Rest awhile !*' 

Alas ! his sight is blinded quite 
By Beauty's dazzling glance of light ; 
And while the wily siren sings, 
The boy forgets his angel-wings. 



GIVE HE BACK MV CHlLDHOOD-a TROTH. 441 

Yet still ho somotimes loaveB his pl&^i 
And asks to Yirtne's ahrinc the way ; 
But Beauty weaves anew her chain, 
And Virtue looks for Love in vain. 



XCni, GIVE ME BACK MY rHILDHOOD'S TRUTH. 

GivB me biick m; childhood's truth, 
Uive me back my guileleiia yoiilb ; 
Pleasure, glory, fortune, fonii-, — 
These I will not Htoop to claim : 

Take thorn I all of Beauty's power, 
All the triumph of this hour. 
Is not wurth one bluah you stole — 
l.Ji\i' me baek my bloom of soul ! 

Take the cup and take the gem ; 

M'hat have I to do with them ? 

Loo.se ihe garland from my hair ; 

Thou sliouldst wind the night-ehade there: 

Thou, who wreath'st. wiili flattering art, 

I'liLsnn flowers to bind my heart, 

Give me back tlie rose you stole I 

Give me back my bloom of soul ! 



^ 
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XCIV. THE WILD WOOD-ROSE. 

The wild wood-rose was blushing 

Beside our sunny way ; 
The mountain rill was gushing 

In light, melodious play ; 
When last thy vows I listened, 

When last thy kiss I met, 
And thou thy dark eyes glisten'd 

With fondness and regret. 

The wild wood-rose, o'ershaded 

By clouds, has lost its bloom ; 
And Love's soft flower has faded 

'Neath falsehood, grief, and gloom. 
The waves, in winter failing. 

No more to music part, 
And I but weep, bewailing 

The winter of the heart. 

The wild wood-rose, resuming 

Its bloom and beauty gay, 
The fitful gale perfuming. 

Again shall grace the way ; 
Again the mountain river 

Its melody shall pour ; 
But thou returnest never ! 

And Love will bloom no more ! 



KEEP, KEEP THE MAIDEN'S DOWRY. 448 



XCV. KEEP, KEEP THE MAIDEN'S DOWRY. 

Keep, keep the maiden's dowry, 

And give me but my bride ; 
Not for her wealth I woo her, 

Not for her station's pride ; 
She is a treasure in herself, 

Worth all the world beside. 

Is not her mind a palace, 

Wherein are riches rare. 
Bright thooghts that flash like jewels, 

And golden fancies fair. 
And glowing dreams of joy and hope. 

That make sweet pictures there ? 

Keep, keep my lady's dowry, 

Her hand, her heart I claim ; 
That little hand is more to me 

Than power, rank, or fame ; 
That heart's pore love is wealth, my lord, 

No more your coffers name. 

No statue in your proud saloon 

Can match her form of grace. 
No gem that lights your casket 

The radiance of her face. 
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In giving her, you give me all 
I covet in earth's space. 

Oh ! make her mine, your idol child ! 

To be my prize and pride, 
My star in every festival, 

My trust should wo betide, 
My bower's loveliest blossom. 

Mine own, my worshipped bride. 



XCVI. DOUBTFUL VOWS. 

" By the starlight of thine eye. 
By thy soft cheek's changing dye. 
By the dimple dancing out, 
Peeping, playing round about. 
Mid the roses — like a sprite 
In a garden of delight 



" Vow not thou by radiant eyes, 
Lo ! in tears their glory dies ; 
Nor by youth's enchanting flower, 
Roses die when summer's o'er ; 
Nor by dimples that must hide 
Soon as Sorrow comes to chide." 

" By the graceful waving braid, 
Half in light and half in shade. 
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Glittering gold or glossy brown, 
From thy forehead floating down ; 
By the neck it makes more white 
With its kisses soft and light 



'^ Vow not thou by gleams of gold 
Braided in a tress's fold ; 
Time will chase the light away, 
Time will change the gold to gray ; 
Vow not thou by tints of snow, 
Age will dim their virgin glow. 

^' Vow by something holier far 
Than the charms of girlhood are ; 
Else, when rose and ray are fled, 
And the ringlet's gloss is dead, — 
Lost the dimple — dim the hue 
Thy light vows will alter too." 

** By the soul that fills thy face 
With its own immortal grace. 
Tuning glance, and step, and tone 
Into music all its own, 
Hallowing all thy grief and glee — 
By thy soul, I love but thee !" 



2P 
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XCVII. A PILGRIM HERE, WITH WAITING HEART. 

A PILGRIM here, with waiting heart, 
I've pass'd by many a blooming shrine, 

And some were wrought with rarest art. 
And some were touch'd by light divine. 

Why won they not the gift — the prayer ? 

My soul would fain have worshipp'd there : 

But something whispered still, " Beware !" 
Not these are thine, 
That dream resign ! 

Nor thus profane the appointed hour 

When blooms for thee thy promised flower. 

And calmly then I went my way ; 

Too sacred glow'd the fire I nursed. 
To blend with any but the ray. 

The one dear ray, the last, the first, 
The only one, reserved to share 
My path below — its joy, its care — 
And that sweet life in Aiden, where 

Each radiant dream, 

That lends its gleam, 
A glimpse of heaven our earth to give. 
Will take its own bright shape — and live. 
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Speak, lady, did I wait in vain — 
In vain reserve the sacred fire ? 

Must Love, beneath thy far disdain, 
Make of this heart his funeral pyre ? 

A soft light dawns upon my way, 

A flower unfolds, my steps to stay, 

I hear a heavenly harp-string play ! — 
My soul and lute. 
Till now so mute, 

In one wild thrill, respond to thine ! 

Bid me not, sweet, '^ that dream resign !** 



XCMn. THEY BID ME SHUN YOUR BLUSH. 

TiiEY bid me shun your blush and smile ; 

They bid me doubt your daxxling eyes ; 
They tell me, love, of many a wile 

You weave, your victims to surpriBe : 
Ah ! weave them still ! If false they be, 
'Tis sweet to be deceived by thee ! 

While thus, in music, light, and bloom, 
With thee they fly — these fairy hoars; 

While thus we breathe the blest perfome 
Of thy sweet soul^-oh, flower of flowers ! 

If death be in the blossom's sigh, 

Twere joy of such "a Rose to die !" 
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XCL\. IF O'ER YOUR CHEEK THE BLUSH THAT 

PLAYS. 

If o*er your cheek the blush that plajs, 
When he who loves you dares to praise, 

Be sent by waken*d Feeling there, 
Nor bloom to win the worldling's gaze, 
Oh I deign my simple gift to take, 

And braid it in your lustrous hair ; 
For mine, dear Grace, for Love's sweet sake. 

Beside the blush, the rose-bud wear. 

If, in your voice, the cadence low 
That, soft replying, falters so. 

Be taught by Truth and Love to thrill, 
If from your heart its accents flow. 
Then deign my token-flower to take. 

And wear it with a gracious will ; 
Oil, flower of flowers ! for Love's sweet sake, 

Be tender and be truthful still. 

But if the tone, the blush, be part 
Of changeful woman's wily art, — 

If that soft smile, so fond yet shy. 
Speak not the language of the heart, — 



A CABELE8S KILL WAS DRKAMINO. 
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If that dark lash droop not to hide 
The tell-tale Love within tliine eye. 

Then givo to dr th« biossom'it pride, 
As I the hope thou doom'st to die ! 



C. A CARELESS BILL WAS DREAMLVG- 

A CAKBLBSB rill Hos dreaming 

One fragrant enmiuer night ; 
It dream 'd a star lay gloaming 

With heavenly looks of light, 
Soft cradled on its own pure breast, 
Tliat rose and fell, and rock'd to rest, 
Willi lulling wave, its radiant gncst. 

In silent beauty beaming ; 

Ajid like a lute'tf low sighing, 
The rill sang to the star, 
" Why mimcst thou, fondly flying, 
From those blue hills afar? 
v\ll fnim and cold without thy ray, 
I sli'pt the long dark night away — 
All, fjiild of heaven I for ever fltay." 

No awect voice rose rejdying. 
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** Oh, glorious truant, Visien I 
Wilt fold thy shiniDg wings. 
That 8oftly glance and glisten 

The while the wavelet sings ? 
AVilt dwell with me ? I'll give thee flo^ 
< )ur way shall be through balmy bowers. 
And song and dance shall charm the boar* : — 

My star-love, do6t thoo lisien ? 

'' No gorgeous garden-blossom, 
In regal grace an«i bloom. 
May pour upon my bosom 

Its exijuisite perfume ; 
But I may wreathe, with wild flowers rsre. 
That Hoftly breathe, thy golden hair, — 
The violet's tear shall tremble there, 

A fair though fragile blosaom.** 

Alas! when morning slowly 

Stole o'er the distant hill. 
From that sweet dream, so holy. 

It woke — the sorrowing rill I 
No ** child of heaven" lay smiling there,— 
'Twas but a vision bright and rare, 
That blesjtM, as pass'tl the star in air, 

The rivulet lone and lowljr. 



LOW, MY LUTE— BREATHE LOW. 451 



CI. LOW, MY LUTE— BREATHE LOW. 

Low, my lute — breathe low ! — She deeps ! — 

Eulalie!— 
While his watch her lover keeps, 
Soft and dewy slumber steeps 
Golden tress and fring^ lid 
With the blue heaven 'neath it hid — 

Eulalie !— ^ 
Low, my lute — breathe low ! — She sleeps !^ 

Eulalie ! 

Let thy music, light and low, 
Through her pure dream come and go. 
Lute of Love ! with silver flow, 
All my passion, all my wo, 

Speak for me ! 
Ask her in her balmy rest 
Whom her holy heart loves best ! 
Ask her if she thinks of me ! — 

EulaUe! 
Low, my lute — breathe low ! — She sleeps !— 

Eulalie !— 
Slumber while thy lover keeps 
Fondest watch and ward for thee, 

EulaUe! 
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CII. EULALIE. 

Is your soul at home to-day, Eulalie ! 

And if it be, 
May mine come in and stay, Eulalie ? 
Or has yours gone out to play, Eulalie ! 

And if it be, 
Will it be long away, Eulalie ? 

I know it is the wilfulest of things, Eulalie ! 

But if it be 
Too gay to shut an hour its frolic wings, Eulalie, 
When it alights, so tenderly it sings, Eulalie, 

That as for me, 
More joy than some that longer stay it brings, Eulalie ! 

And I would not have it fetter'd for the world, Eulalie ! 

For if it be — 
Ah ! that lip, with laughing scorn I see it curl'd, Eulalie ! 
Its wings would lose their light if they were furl'd, Eulalie ! 

Then not for me, 
No fetter be on them, for all the world, Eulalie ! 

If my soul, on calling, ^' not at home," is told, Eulalie, 

I would make free 
To wait till yours came back, tired and cold, Eulalie ! 
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And then it will be glad its wings to fold, Eulalie, 

And I should see 
How long I might the glorious truant hold, Eulalie ! 

Thej say that more domestic and more tame, Eulalie, 

It ought to be ! 
But if heaven gave it wings, were you to blame, Eulalie ? 
Ah, no ! to tie a Peri were a shame, Eulalie ! 

And they might see 
It always carried joy where'er it came, Eulalie ! 



cm. BENEATH ITALIA'S LAUGHING SKIES. 

Beneath Italians laughing skies, 

When joy the summer hour beguiled ; 
I found one day a lovely prize, 
A blossom bright and wild. 
Ah ! Mina Dolce, Cara Mina, graceful Rose of Italic ! 
Dost thou bloom there in thy beauty still, and is thy bloom 
for me ? 

I raised its tender cheek to mine, 
I woke it from its pure repose : 
I kiss*d away its dew divine, 
Its tears ! my radiant Rose ! 
Ah ! Mina Dolce, Cara Mina, blushing flower of Italic ! 
Art thou smiling in thy bower still, and is thy smile for me? 
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Tve gazed since then on lofUer flowers. 
In scenes more richly, grandly wild ; 
Ne'er found I bloom in Northern bowers 
To match Italians chihl. 
Ah I Mina Dolce, Cara Mina, virgin Rofte of Italr ! 
May I wear thee on my heart, and wilt thou give thy 
to me ? 



CIV. VOIR HKAHT IS A MISICBOX, DEARKST! 

Yoi'R heart is a music-box, dearest I 

With exijuisite tunes at command. 
Of nu'lody sweetest an<l clearest. 

If tritMl }»v a ih'lieat<' hand; 
Hut its workmanship, love, is so fine. 

At a single rude touch it wouM break ; 
TIh'U, nil I }>v the magic key mine. 

Its fairy-like whispers to wake! 
And there's one little tune it can play. 

That 1 fanrv all others above — 
You K'arnd it t»f Cupid one day — 

It }»e^in«* with and ends with '* I lore!** ♦* I |otc !' 

Mv In'art ech<K»s to it '* I love I" 
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CV. IN CALM DISDAIN I REND THE CHAIN. 

In calm disdain I rend the chain 

Whose golden links were smiles from thee ; 

For, flung o'er all, too frail the thrall, 

Though bright it be, 

To fetter me. 

Oh ! every hour some fairy flower 

Of thy sweet fancy blushed and smiled, 

When by thy side my heart relied, 

By thee beguiled 

To joy too wild. 

But not alone for me they shone, 
Those blossoms bright in tone and look ; 
Each flippant fool, in thy sweet school, 
A lesson took 
From LoYe*s light book. 

Then in disdain I rend the chain. 

Whose golden links were smiles from thee, 

For, flung o*er all, too frail the thrall. 

Though bright it be. 

To fetter me ! 
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CVI. AH ! WOMAN STILL.* 

All ! womaD still 

Must veil the shrine, 
Where feeling feeds the fire divine. 

Nor sing at will, 

Untaught by art, 
The muftic prison*d in her heart ! 

Still gay the note, 

And light the lay, 
The woodbird warbles on the spray, 

Afar to float ; 

But homeward flown. 
Within his nest, how changed the tone ! 

Oh I none can know. 

Who have not heard 
The niu8ic-8(»ul that thrills the bird. 

The carol low 

As coo of dove 
He warbles to his woo<Uanddove ! 

The world would say 
Twajt vain and wild, 

* A rtflv t4> not wbu «AiJ. ** Wrilt froa jovr k««tt.* 



L.... 



SHE LOVES BIH TCT. 

The imptiseioD'il lay of Natara't ebikl ; 
And Feeling M 
Should veil the ilrin« 

Where softly glow her &rv* diviiul 



evil. SHB LOVES BlM YBT. 

Snc loTM bim yet! 
I know by the hliuli tfaat rises 

Beneath the curls 
Thnt (tliailour her Houl-Iit cheek ; 

Sho iovrs hiiD yet ! 
Through ull Lusc'h sweet disguises 

In timid girls, 
A lilush nill he sure to speak. 

Itul deeper signs 
Than the radiitnt blush of bun^, 

The maiden finds, 
A^Tieuevcr bis bnrac i» heard ; — 

IIcT yoiin^; heart tlirill«, 
Forgetting hiTsvtf — lier duty — 

Ilcr dark eye fills. 
And ht-r pulse witik hope is stirr'd. 
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She la^es him yet ! 
The flower the false one gave her, 

When last he came, 
Is still with her wild tears wet. 

SheUl ne'er forget, 
Ilowe'er his faith may waver, 

Through grief and shame, 
Believe it — she loves him yet ! 

His favourite songs 
She will sing — she heeds no other ; 

With all her wrongs 
Her life on his love is set. 

Oh ! doubt no more ! 
She never can wed another : 

Till life be o'er, 
She loves — she will love him yet ! 



CVIII. TO THE SNOW-WREATH WHITE, 

To the snow-wreath white 

Came a sunbeam bright, 
With golden wings, and smile of light, 
And it softly sings, — " Oh, pure and fair ! 
Thou art dearer than all in earth or air I" 



Anil the snow- wreath hesril 

Each low, sweet won), 
Till itt Htin, light heart WM wildlj etirr'il; 
And it aigh'd, " Depart ! oh, aiigel fiur : 
Too fragile I thy love to share !" 

But the bright ray came, 

With its soul of flatae, 
Till the snow-wreath hliigh'd for lovo and shamo, 
And with rose-hucH flasli'd, to beaaty brief, 
It died, in its delicate j^rtice, of grief! 

For it wopt away 

Its life for the ray 
That stole from beaveit, and <lared not stay; 
And now forgiven, and robed In light. 
It weds the ray in tbe rainbow bright ! 



CIX. LKONOK 
I.BOX0K loTod a noble youth, 
But light was Leonor's maiden truth ; 
She left her lovo for wealth forsooth : 

Foithlcia Leonor ! 
Kow she paces a palace-ball ; 
Lurda and ladies await hor ckII, — 
Wearily Leonor turns from all : 

Hangb^ Leonor ! 
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Leonor lies on a couch of down ; 
The jewel-light of a ducal crown 
Gleams through her tresses of sunlit brown : 

Beautiful Leonor ! 

Leonoras robe is a tissue of gold, 
Flashing with splendour in every fold ; 
Bracelets of gems on her arms are roU'd : 

Radiant Leonor ! 

Diamonds sparkle in Leonor's zone, 
With a star-like glory in every stone ; 
But the heart they smile over is cold and lone : 

Joyless Leonor ! 

To be free once more she would give them all,- 
The crown, the couch, and the sculptured hall, 
And the robe with its rich and shining fall : 

Poor, poor Leonor ! 

Like a captive bird, through her cage's bar 
Of gold, she looks on her home afar, 
And it woos her there like a holy star : 

Vainly, Leonor ! 

Leonor's lip has lost its bloom. 
Her proud blue eyes are dark with gloom ; 
She will sleep in peace in her early tomb : 

Lonely Leonor ! 
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ex. YES, LOWER TO THE LEVEL. 

Yes, "lower to the level" 

Of thoae who land thee now ! 
Go, join the joyouB revel, 

And pledge the hoartleM vow ! 
Go, dim the soul-born beautj 
That lights that lofty brow ! 
Fill, fill the bowl ! let burning wine 
Drown, in thj bouI, Love's dreum dintio! 

Yet when the Ungh is lightest, 
When wildest goes the jest, 
AVhcn gleams the goblet brightest, 
And proudest heaves thy breast. 
And thou art madly pledging 
Each gay and jovial guest, — 
A ghost shall glide amid the flowers — 
The shailc of Love's departed hours ! 

And thou shalt shrink in sadness 
From all the splendour there, 

And (.'urse the revel's gladness, 
And hnle the banquet's glare; 

And pine, raid Passion's madness, 
For true Love's purer air, 



I 
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And feel thou'dst give their wildest glee 
For one unsullied sigh from me ! 

Yet deem not this my prayer, love, 

Ah ! no, if I could keep 
Thy alter'd heart from care, love. 

And charm its griefs to sleep. 
Mine only should despair, love, 
I — I alone would weep ! 
I — I alone would mourn the flowers 
That fade in Love's deserted bowers ! 



CXI. I GRIEVE TO LET YOU GO, LULL 

I GRIEVE to let you go, Luli, 

I grieve to let you go ; 
For I shall miss your merry tones — 

Your laugh so light and low — 
So light and low, Luli ! 

Your laugh so light and low. 

And I shall miss your smile, Luli ! 

That dimples as it goes, 
Like a zephyr, with a sunlit wing. 

At play around a rose — 
Around a rose, Luli ! 

At play around a rose. 



I QBIBVB TO LET YOD GO, LTLl. 

Asd the heart heaven in your eyes, Loli ! 

Ani the golden cloud of curls ; 
And the gracerul, winsome, cherub month. 

Whoso poorest words were pearls — 

Whose poorest words were pearls, Lull '. 

Whose poorest words were pearls ! 

And the fairy, frolic step, Luli, 
That seem'd to wake the flowers ; 

And more than all, the soul of song 
That charm'd the changing hours — 

The changing hours, Luli ! 
That charm'd the changing hoars ! 

I will not let you go, Luli ! 

So fold the wings you hide; 
And you shall be my fairy-queen, 

Anil I'll nsk naught beside — 
Ask naught beside, Luli ! 

And I'll ask naught beside. 

And why, if we must part, Luli! 

Why let mo We you so ? 
Nay, waste no more your sweet fftreireUa, 

I cannot let yon go^ 
Not let you go, Luli ! 

I cannot let you go! 
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CXII. I KNOW A NOBLE HEART THAT BEATS. 

I KNOW a noble heart that beats 

For one it loves how wildly well ! 
I only know for whom it beats ; 
But I must never tell — 
Never tell ! 
IIu:^h ! hark ! how Echo soft repeats, — 
Ah I never tell I 

I know a voice that falters low, 

Wlifiie'er one little name 'twould sar : 
Full woli that little name I know, 
But that I'll ne'er betrav — 
Ne'er betrav I 
Hush ! hark I how Echo murmurs low, — 
Ah I ne'er l>etray I 

I know a smile that beaming flies 

From soul to lip, with rapturous glow. 
And I can gue^s who bidn it rise ; 
But none — but none Hhall know — 
None shall know I 
Hush ! hitrk ! how Echo faintly sighs— i* 
iSut none shall know ! 



L 



THE UASD THAT SWEPT. 



CXm. THE HAND THAT SWRPT THK 50UXDLNG 
LYRK. 

The hand that swept the soumliog lyre 

With more than mortnl skill, 
The lightning eye, the heart of fire, 

The f(]r?eQt lip arc still I 
If more, in rapture or in wo, 

With melody to thrill, 
Ah ! nerermore ! 



Oh ! bring the flowers he cherish'il ao. 

With eager childlike care ; 
For o'er his grave they'll lore to grow, 

And eigh their Borrow there ; 
Ah mo '. no more their balmy t;low 

May soothe his heart's despair, 



No! 



nevermore ! 



But angel hands shall bring him balm 

For every grief be knew, 
And Heaven's soft harps his aool thall o 

With music sweet and true, 
And teach to him the hol^ charm 

or Israfcl anew. 
Fore 
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Love's silver lyre he play'd so well 
Lies shattered on his tomb ; 

But still in air its music-spell 

Floats on through light and gloom. 

And in the hearts where soft they fell, 
His words of beauty bloom 
For evermore ! 



TQE END. 



ELEGANTLY ILLUSTRATED 

BOOKS FOR PRESENTS, 

UCCHTLT VltBLISKID >r 

CAREY ft HART, PHILADELPHIA. 

t. 
LONGFELLOW'S POETICAL WORKS. 

FROM ORIGINAL IM;ii!fi»JB BY HUNTISODOM. 
BT AMEmCM lUTiaiS, 
And sla^aUj pnntod oa floe Tsllum l«F«r. 
FIFTH EDITION, C 




THE LADY OF THE LAKE 



BY H. CORBOULD AND KENNY MEADOWS. 

Elf^mMj pnat*l fmin n-« ITT*- on Rn« Ta^vr. 
THIRD KDITION, COMPI.RTt. IM KNK VOLUME OCTAVO. 



MOORE'S lAlL* nOOKH, 

BXECUTED BY Tftl^ WOST CELEaRATBD AElTIaT* 

BEAUTIFUUV PRIHTEO OH FBIE WHITC PATBL 

PtlLRTlI EDITION. COMI'l.m-E IN O.VE VOLUUB OCTAVa 






IV. 

BRYANT'S POEMS. 

ILLUSTRATED BY TWENTY SUPERB ENGRAVINGS 
FROM DESIGNS BY E. LEUHE EXPRESSLY FOR THIS VOIUME, 

EM GRAVED BY AMERICAH ▲BT18TS, 
A.KD PRXHTXD OV TIVM VXI.I.U1C PAPXB. 

COMPLETE IN ONE VOLUME OCTAVO. FIFTH EDITION. 

Pnec S5.00 bound m seofkt,, gih tdga; or 
BeauttfuUy hoimd by S. Moon in eaffor Turkiff m oneeo, S7iX)L 

•* ThU is really a »plendid book, and one of the moat autgnifloemt of Carej ft Hart'a rollaBllfw 
of * The lUuitrated Poets.' " 



V. 

WILLIS'S POETICAL WORKS 

THIRD EDITION. 

ILLU8TRATXD PROU ORXOINKL DXSIONS BT X. X.XUTZX, 

AND ELEGANTLY ENGRAVED BY AMERICAN ARTISTS, 

IN A •TTZ.B 

EQUAL. IP NOT SUPERIOR. TO BRYANT. LONGFELLOW. 8COTT. OR UOORB'8 FOEM8 

TO WHICH ARE ADDED SEVERAL NEW POEMSt 

■wKrrrBNt xxpresslt for this voluux. 

Price S5.00 bound in scarlet, gilt edges; or in Turkeif morocco. S7.00. 



VI. 

MRS. SIGOURNEY'S POEMS. 

[JU8T BKADT.] 
ILLnSTRATXD PROM ORIOINAL DXSIOWa BT DARZ.XT, 

JSuprrfals Enjprabrti bs flmrritan fittists, 

WITH A PORTRAIT OF THE AUTHORESS BT CHENET. 

Comprising numerous Poems never before publislied, and elegRntljr printad 

on vellum paper. 

Price, 85.00 bound in ecarUt, giU edge* ; or S7.00 in Turkey aiorooeo. 



VII. 

CHILDE HAROLD. A ROMAUNT. 

BY LORD BYRON. 

1^2 W AND XNLAROSD KDITION, 6UPXRBLT ILLCSTRAXXD WITH TWaLVX SLXOAVT 

8TESL SNORAVTNOS, 

EXECUTED BY AMERICAN ARTISTS, 

FROM DESIGNS IN MURRAY'S MAGNIFICENT LONDON EDITION. 

Beautifully printed on fine paper with large type. 
Price 95.00 bownd in scarlet, gxU edges; or in Turkey mmroooa, 97.001. 



J 



TALES AND POEMS BY LORD BYBON. 

Tht Giionr, Brids or ilijios. Cobju, Sieje tf Corinlli, !tid Tht Prianer df Ctiilloi. 

FHOU OESrENS BV WUmEH. 
Ai« ux» bMfid u «rM »ai «^ .' or tr.oo m nirt^ » 



rx. 

THE FEMALE POETS OF GREAT BRITArN. 

EDITED BY FREDERICK KOWTON. 

WITH ELEGANT lUUSTHATIOHS, EXECUTED BY EMINENT ARTISTS 

B»at.ifiil:y ptintwl on tut [aper. 

Ate tUO tmid ta HurK fdl o^a I v tTM M TWtqr nHnsn 



THE POETS AND POETRY OF EUROPE 

BY HENKY W. lONGFEllOW, 



THE POETS AND POETRY OF AMERICA. 

BY RUFUS W. CRISWOLO. 



ner df Ctiilloi. ^l 



id •niiftly rr^naitmL OMkBtra. PiWaW 



THE POETS AND POETRY OF ENGLAND. 

BY RUFUS W. GRISWOID. 



XITI. 

THE POETS AND POETRY OF THE ANCIENTS. 

BY WILLIAM PETER. A- M. 

COUPRISISO TRAuKSI^TXONS A.KD 8PXCIUXNS OF THZ 

POETS OF GREECE AND ROME| 

WITH AN ELEOANT ENGRAVED VIEW OP THE COLISEUM AT BO^££. 

SECOND EDITION, OORRECTED. 
Cloth extr<L, price S3.00 ; or degantly bound bjf Samud Jtoon m Turkqf morocco, S5.00. 



XIV, 

THE FLORAL OFFERING: A TOKEN OF FRIENDSHIP. 

BY MRS. FRANCES S. OSGOOD. 

WITH TXtl BOUQUVTS OF riOWXR?, BXAuUTIFULLT OCLOURXD FBOU HATOB.X 

BY J. ACKERMAN. 
IN ONB VOLUME QUARTO, HANDSOMELY BOXTKD. 

Price $3^. 



XV. 

THE FEMALE POETS OF AMERICA. 

BY RUFUS WILMOT GRISWOLD. 

HKirORM IS SIZX WITH "THX POXTS AKD POXTRT OF AMXRICA," AKD fORlOX a 

A COMPANION TO THAT VGLUIIX. 

IN ONE VOLUME ROYAL OCTAVO, WITH ELEGANT STEEL ENOaAVINa& 

Priocy in cloth, giU •dges, S3.00. [Just r eadjf.] 



XVI, 

THE PROSE WRITERS OF AMERICA. 

BY RUFUS W. GRISWOLD. 

WITH PORTRAira or VTA^HINOTON IKVINO. PRISCOTT, BOFFMAK. KXNXIXDT. 

AUDUBON. WILDX, XTO. 

IN ONE VOLUME OCTAVO, CLOTH EXTRA. 
SECOND EDITION. Price #3.78. 



XVII. 

THE PROSE WRITERS OF GERMANY. 

BY PROFESSOR HEDGE. 

-WITH PORTRAITS OF O O Z T U B. S H I L L Z R. LUTHXR. RIOBTXa. BTC 

IN ONE VOLUME, UNIFORM WITH THE ABOVE. 

Prict 33. io. 




XVII I, 

THE POEMS OF FRANCES SAAGENT OSGOOD. 

T.- 1 T H E X Q n I b J T !i E ti {! K i V 1 ;; o H, 
FROM OAlCimi DESIGNS, 

BV TH« WOBT OBL-CBNATHD AMSniO*W kR^IS-TB. 

iiMiuiifully ri^ntod Du £i^o i«i"t ■mth r.«i ij-pe 

m« •». t«wf •■ nritt, gat •%" ; «■ w. *"«J » a*""- n*i;^ ■««>. 
^Icn at I6t Dim. 

n'^.^I.rh.. .laTiSTot ■•• —«. IbW niirVJi «M > ■ (ImM mWn n lfcM '« ■■ Iff., n an 
t.i.italit™iii»™»ii.«i'i.*n~«i'**-JjJ»J SUTE' "ir ^n^ilSjlr '^'"' "T 

■ffJfWTrwti iwlSiMf yrtJifSf ■■»■■■ ^to»v;'«iwuhw4»-'miii>-'7MiL« 
ti J . | M3i.- -«giJit." »fB — ' ;■*>''* —■"^w —*■» »"* -It *' M u» Mit A w— 

ri ih- K^ll^M |«>iiw ■! Iti ««■"' *I, "■ •— ow&~>— inw~> r,-tn-n I- ■w.'laUlIlm -if 
M>i. My'Wn 'I' Si.r H"«««,~ U-trBTtort-, AvWIrAX ui^ Ih kHbpMTTaZET, , / 









;;;:-■«; 









c: 






ilotirrs of t^c Jfirtu. 



From Ike LatUt^ Sating Mafnx.mt. 
What Rapharl wu lo other pftintm, ihfe it lo othtr 
f.oett. The %\At'\\ nf beautjr bnvtdt upnn brr «nai, dirds 
i'« wimi el'iw nvi-r all hrr lUia^ininf*, aj:d brnt'lir* a 
niin c ii.f t\cTy word thr u(1rr». Wr canitnt read her 
Tcrv« v»iih'>iil «ii»il>ly n-currinc to cr^refiil and beauti- 
ful au >ci4ti'^iii. Visi'-ii s nf nvtti^y drllt, rufttliujf woods, 
ai.d Imw !i»cTt walcr* rijo before us : we dieam of wild 
r>«r« 'in tlu* clirtv ai.d iMTW-Diown h'>]r in \he nM^dows; 
and lifht ai>d | layfiil f>ri>i«. like th-^te f f ]roun^ ^rl> 
d.uiciuf, tVkat tx-fxrt- us more rncfful Ihaii the clouds 
that canibol in i|ie suainirr suitset. I'here is an exquisite 
rrtinenient in her nrilidrn. What a (li.ithi'd ladv is to 
oiher wf.iiir'i, »he i« li> htT sisier ioe»». In e\erjr lice 
y-iu sre llie<l<-lira'dy .»e**elled hand, the crareful attire, 
the C'^nvtrsa'iuii ttui i%r;R%er rudr. eren wht-ii lauihinc 
an<l r^ii.iliir. If ii\v niovi-s, tiv: ni'ivrs like ( irce, in ••• e 
<'{ > likiiiAiiV illustraM -i «, ii| U-n e by hrr divinity. Yet 
8h<- is nit the nrtre machicf of |a>lishrd society, .'"he is 
rather the wilful eirl— in:|i.ls \t ai4l iiriafiiaii\r— Hbr> 
ha^ l«(n i-durttcH ir:|o the roni|<-k.il but s'ill brilliant wn^ 
nnn — that nnisl lirau'iflil 'if characters. 1 he resemblance 
fnrrrs i'«rlf '■•n ii* coiiii.iiaily in n-adiiir this |ioft. Amid 
pamri-« full (if tlif ni"s) iciaceful lhr>u^hts ^•' arr suddec- 
i> startled by an outburst of aliu «t girlish )<layfulnc«. 

t'mm It l;wrotr»e on Poetru, 6y Anna Ctarj .Vo«'Mf/. 

Her style AyJt i» frr>ni tiat rif any other |Miet with wh <in 
I ant acrjtiiiiitt^i. Heiice spriiir* i«i* of irt priiici|al 
chirDi». Il»r viul tnms »(> si.irit'ialize «ve»v oliiect 
bniuifht in c<»nn»ctiiii with it She is i;of fnreed to wan- 
di-r f>r«vpr in the "fai-y world" rf ina;ii ation, ard 
riilf-r tliiiM- li.e n >trTial» fir Iter briibi aid laintlew 
rn-atinris : f r. bor niii.l /. i-or.t. a, id ln-r i«n hallows, the 
scriim ami enmti' :•% i f evr-rv-tlav life, ami brine* In lijht 
U-autus w linb are over!.i"ked I) cul'k-r jikI cniDiorer 
I >i^. A suii^biLr fnm. ♦» ithin v-rni< t-) brichtcu all » ith- 
oi.t. Her luuil iiio').| i^ •mr 'if jnH-tir cayciv. Hut r.vm 
wIk n inrtit |atb<-:iv. Iht miiid is ne\ir clisui'd by mr-rbid 
seii»ibiliiy, nor does ihc i\m evirce ore touch of the can- 
kcrini vtrrow (if A di«3|>fioiiitnl h«<»rt. I ler Frntle »Tirf 
(MTxcs but a^ v-ifti-ninr fbailrm> to the u-tually bricht pic- 
ti.ri-^ (if b<r inuL^ii jtiiin. Her tiar^ ate April sltowers, 
« bich fr>»b«-n, w ithout sull vini;. tho lV>w cm (if her bucT. 
on ubirh tlx-y fall— ihov: f^'wtjs, which bkioni as wild 
a'xl »urt't, aid •|.riii? :^^ s|<M.taiu-iii<»l\ in thr nch soil of 
h-r Miiiid, .1* tht.' wild blo^Miio nf iji< wvnl after mbich 
sh.- h.iii.ed thoni, in ht r - Wrwih nf Wild Fl-iwers."' 
'I !;>ii IS an \iiinit-r(^l im I'^dj ii: her \rr*r. a<i uion- 
s'r:iii.«l %iui|'lici-> and dil;<.-a(\ ii. ill her •h<iu;l.is. v.d a 
mnarkiblc •nu'./r in hrr ni'id«- nf rX| re^inic ilum; yet 
tluy an- wantii;ic im ither in i:i-i vousness uor sublimily. 

fyom the Ilo}nt JoiirMnt. 
TJie jiositif^n <if Mrs. fis;'«d, as a graceful and wo. 
mil ly r««-i(-««. i^ tui-.!, airl will W eiiJuriii<. To taste 
<■! f-»ijl|li vs ili-lii ic\. A reintrkible ciiitib>ai>d of |iO«tical 
K'.'Tna.'t, rrrji i.iru-iy of radeiire. and a ni(>»t musical 
v.-r-iticiM'-n. ^llf■ hvs.vMiJ ntvntly ijie huhesl qualities 
o| i:;s| ir.\'ioii, i:i,.irii.aii#.u, ai.d (..-issirii:. lu a drirre rarely 

e<;ia;k-l m ib«- tr'-lnCKin of vdinit-n The ref.u- 

lat.iMi wh.rh Mr*. tK?-^.l eiijoy», as one of iJie most 
ariinMe. fn»r-lMiri«|. and hrilliaht hdii-i in American so. 
Ci.-lv. w ill AiJ.1 t- the ftHKl frini.r of a b-vk. Ute lulriiisic 
ixoillrirr si,.J ln;Miiy of H hit h will siTure f.ir il a place 
anioii^ thie staiidarJ cri-ations of fen.ale i^nius. 

front Ikf JHo'tOH Conner. 
Mrs. <is;(Vid IS oive of the iin»t ii.:rrMKius and brillunt 
of the frinale anthers 'bat ii: any i«-riiid lia\c illuslratol 
the rx-liMM of the Kn^lish liiieuiire. 

Prim tkf Saniton-i />"«/■/ HAij^. 
By the common consiiit of cril>c*. we l^li-'re .Mrs. 
<>>ir<i.i.l 14 now hrst in rank "f iJie lilerarv womeii of this 
oiuiilry, anJ firM of the fenule i<>ets of tV a^, 

AVoi/i fkf StM<-(trlr<tni Bff. 
Mrs. Os^iod is tl« irui-st and sweetest |>oel of her »e». 



rrvrn GrwrokTt FtwimU PtU qfAw^rirm. 
She bat timm fcrcM* and original, aad is ftaqantlr 
ptctmaqne ; but thmojitost all apfMars the jntt, *rd rtv 
aHertiiifiate aad oithuMMtic wnniaii. Of aooc nf our 
writers has the excdleBccbeen more strmdiljr prc^rvvuTc. 
Every month her powers have str&etl t:> ezraad, and ber 
symiathies ti deefm. With an f.ar driicatclj' auscejliblc 



to toe harmonies of lanfua^, and a licbl aad | IrasMC 
fiuicf, she alnajs wrote musically, and nfteD wiih elc- 
rai.ce ; but her later |^ien» are narked by a tr^r^mt of 
style, A tendemeM of feclioi;, and a wisdom of apprefsra- 
siou, and are iahraied with a c*ee. so und. £oah:e, l-ct 
so prrsadiof and attractive, that the rob»i |.-rati'<a it 
which she is entitM is alio^-tber diOirrrnt in V i. d. as v rll 
as inde^Tve, from that which was awanlrd to ihr iilasful, 
|.i«ji.aal,aodcapricioiis improviiatriee cf f>rwvr >i-ajs. 

From nrikttw.'i Mnf^ni-t. 
Mrs. Osicood baa that iluibility of mind sibich h tb» 
ruarantee of coUinual im;iro\Tiijet:l ; ber jowcr Jerpetn 

and strenjrthens with etercisc Thr Tolunae N 

ri-|lete wiihraects, varjiii^ from thr«r wbirb. ire bk/vIt 
incriiii'Us at d fc-licitous speciBrnsof burr, to ih(«e w hico 
arc informed ai d "o'er iattrflscd*^ with tassma and iBa- 
rina'iiii. The riehi-rn, fuilncn, ai.d kamiiNir r<f hrr 
dicti'tn, letid it a peculiar fkaeinatioii, lo which the dulleal 
reader caiinnl be insecaible. Tbe srntiBent i« fibr and 
fcmiuine, with an nccasimial dash nf thv mnrhiil a> <l the 
eccentric, but still ever womanly. Vrr \iei\ nlarilr is 
steadily cTOwin^, and her toIuow starts in the raee n( 
fame « ith the ^vA wishes of all wb > delubt l-i see |«rtic 
powrx blended with womanly fDriii4C. 

fVospi Pitpen enlUkd Ike lileriti of yew lor*. 

.Mrs. Oscond has been raT^diyattaiiiiacd'stinrtion — and 
this evidently with no efliirl at attainiuff it. ^he srema, 
in (act, to have no ol^t in view beyoj^l thai of fivinc 
voice h> tbe feelircs or to Ibe horiei of the moment. 
" Necessity." sajs the proterb, '*is the DiOthrr r f inresi- 
tion;^ and tbe iu\'enlion of Mrs. O., at least, sfrii.f« 
plainly from necessity— from the neceaity of laspi.tion. 
.%(•/ to write noetry— not to tbink it, dream it, act it, and 
be it, is entirely out of h^ mwer. It mar be questioord 
w hethrr. with more mMbod, more irdustry. morvdefii>ise 
imrpnse. more ambition, Mrs. Os^nod uruld hare maJe 
a ntore decided im|iTc«ion on the public mind. >he 
mirht, Ufion the whole, have wrilten IvMer I'Orms, Lht 
thr chances are that she si onid base (aili d in roiivt yioc wi 
vivid and su Just au iii-a of ber i^tnir^ as poi-t. The 
IS arm abawttinnen-rm of brr style — ll.at vhann which 
now so captivates— is but a fx>r1ion aijl a cti set uei.oe of 
ber unwurldiy uature, of her disrv^ard of Bierp {iiae. 

From tke Sfr-York Commerriit .Id-rrti^r. 
There are. in Mra. (h«cnod's |nK*rv. a rrfireuenl of 
sentiment, a brilliancy of Cuicy, anJ a febcity, almost 
airiness of dictioa. 

Jxom BnsirfDS of jHrf. ^f good's ' CQrratd 
of CEttlU- Jlolnrrs,* 

n'BUKHED IX LOMtOK 19 I839i 



From tke London Tis 

These jvtetiis disfilay much oermusress nf tbou^hl, 
much delicacy of fcelio|p, and murb sfihfbtlicess. 

Prom Sir Bnlttr Lfltom't MarMi rkromirte. 
Mrs. Oscood IS one of Ibe most distiofntshed American 
poets, and af^voacbea nnrr closely than any bf her eontnn- 
poraries In our standard nf ntCMllesice. 

fViiM the rbvrf JammaL 
Some of the smaller Irrics in tbe volume are ] erfeetl^ 
lieauliful — Uaittiftal in iBeir chaste aiid extiuisite simpli- 
cit} , and in the perlret ekfance of their compowtioa. 

fVoiR 7V Litcrmrjf G-Mntte. 
A delir^htfulfathenncpflheswerteet wildA'>wers...ra^ 
after pa^e we bare jcruHd with belii^p of admiratiua. 
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